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HER GRACE THE 


DUCHESS of MONTAGUE, 


MADAM, 


HIS Tragedy, which I do myſelf the 

honour to dedicate to your Grace, is 
formed upon an original which paſſes for the 
moſt finiſhed picce, in this kind of writing, 
that has ever been produced in the French 
language. The principal action and main 
diſtreſs. of the play, is of ſuch a nature, as 
ſeems more immediately to claim the patron- 
age of a lady; and when I conſider the 
great and ſhining characters of antiquity that 
are celcbrated in it, I am naturaily directed 
to inſcribe it to a perſon, whoſe illuſtrious 
father has, by a long ſeries of glorious ac- 
tions, (for the ſervice of his country, and in 
defence of the liberties of Furope, not only 
ſurpaſſed the generals of his own time, but 
cqualled the greateſt heroes of former ages. 
The name of Hector could not be more ier- 


AZ rible 


iv DEDICATION. 


Tible to the Grecks, than that of the Duke 
of Meariborough has bcen to the French. 


The refined taſte you are known to have 
in all entertainments for the diverſion of the 
public, and the peculiar life and ornament 
vour preſence gives to all aſſemblies, was no 
imall motive to determine me in the choice 
of my patroneſs. The charms that ſhine 
out in the perſon of your Grace, may con- 
vince every one, that there is nothing un- 
natuxal_in the power which is aſcribed to 
the beauty of Andremache. 


The ſtrict regard I have had to decency 
and good manners throughout this work, is 
the greateſt merit I pretend to plead in fa- 
vour of my preſumption ; and is, I am ſen— 
ſible. the only argument that can recom- 
mend it moſt effectually to your protec- 
tion, 


I am, with the greateſt reſpect, 
Map Ax, 
Tour Grace's moſt humble, 
And mojt obedient ſervant, 


AMB. PHILIPS, 


FF 


N all the works of genius and invention, whether n 
1 verſe or proſe, there are, in general, but three man- 
ners of ſtyle; the one ſublime, and full of majeſty; the 
other, ſimple, natural, and eaſy ; and the third, ſuelling, 
forced, and unnatural. An injudicious affectation and 
ſublimity, is what has betrayed a great many authors into 
the latter; not conſidering that real greatneſs in writing, 
as well as in manners, conſiſts in an unaffected fimplicity. 
Ihe true ſublime does not lie in trained metaphors and 
the pomp of words, but riſes out of noble ſentiments and 
ſtrong images of nature; which will always appear the 
more conſpicuous, when the language does not {well to 
hide and overſhadow them. 

Theſeare the conſiderations that have induced meto write 
this Tragedy in a ſtyle very different from what has been 
uſually practiſed among us in poems of this nature. I have 
had the advantage to copy after a very great maſter, u hoſe 
writings are deſervedly admired in all parts of Eyre, and 
whoſe excellencies are too well known to the men of let- 
ters in this nation, to. ftand in need of any farther-diſco- 
very of them here. If I have been able to keep up to the 
beauties of Monſieur Racine, in my attempts, and to do 
him no prejudice in the liberties I have men frequently 
to vary from ſo great a poet, I ſhall have no reaſan to be 
diſſatisfied with the 12 it has coſt me to bring the 
completeſt of his works upon the Exgliſb ſtage. 

I ſhall trouble my reader no farther, than to give him 
ſome ſhort hints relating to this play, from the pretace of 
the French author. The follow ing lines of Jg mark out 
the ſcene, the action, and the our principal actors in 
this Tragedy, 1 with their diſtinct characters; ex- 
cepting that of Hermicne, whoſe rage and jealouſy is ſuf- 
ficiently painted in the Andromache of Euripides. 


A3 Littoraque 


| 
| 


\1 . 


1 ge Tin lune, e /t brinus 
Cami, et cljam Bar tit aſcendimns urben 

So mes Cram forte dap: s, ct trim daun 

Lis abat ciueri Andremach', maneſgue dacht 

I tec ad turmulum, viridi quem coffite inanem, 
tt geminar, canſam lacrymis, farraverat Ara. 
Ife eis eonttum, et demifſa <ace Henta 8 © 

flix aua aue alas Priameia dyrgo, 

Fliglili e ad tumulum, Trye ſub manibus altis 
Fe more! gie forti'ns non perinlit allas, 

Acc Corr heri fetrot cnpti un cubili. 

Nac fata imcenſa, diverſa per equora vefte, 
Stirpis Achille faſtus, jut enempue ſuperbum, 
Serviti9 enixe tulimus, gui deinde ſecutus 

Ledieum Hermionem, Leced ommiſque Hymenans— 
All illum, erefpte magno inflammatus amre 
Conjugis, of feelerim furits agitatus Orftes 
Kaxcifit incamtum patrinſyie abr ad aras. 


VIS. Ax. Lib. iii. 


The great concern of Audromache, in the Greek poet, is 
for the life of Mus, a ſon ſhe had by Pyrrbus. But it 
more conform ablc to the general notion we form of that 
princeſs, at this great diſtance of time, to repreſent her 


as the diſconſolate widow of Hector. and to ſuppoſe her 


the mother only of A/tzanax. Conſidered in thus light, 
no doubt, ſhe moves our compaſſion much more effectu- 
alle, than ſhe could be imagined to do in any diſtrefs for 
a ion by a ſecond huſband. 

In order to bring about this beautiful incident, ſo ne- 
ceſſary to heighten in Azdromache the character of a tender 
mother, an atfectionate wife, and a widow full of vene- 
ration for the memory of her deceaſed huſband, the ute 
of ftyzarax is indeed a little prolonged beyond the term 
fixed to it by the general conſent of the ancient authors. 
But ſo long as there is nothing improbable in the ſuppo- 
fition, a judicious critic will always be pleaſed when he 
fmds a matter of fa& (eſpecially ſo far removed in the 
dark and fabulous ages) fl , for the embelliſhment 
of a whole poem. | 


PRO- 


2 


PROLOGUE. 


57 NCE fancy by itſelf is laaſe and vain, 

T he wiſe by rules that airy pewer reftrain : 
They think thaſe auriters mad, who at their eaſe 
Convey this kauſe and audience where they pleaſe 5 
Who nature's ſlated diſtance: confound, 
And make this ſp3t all fil the ſun gies round ? 

*Trs nothing, when a fincird ſcenc's in View, 
To ſhip from Covent-Garden 75 Peru. 

But Shak fpeare's , tranſgrift ; and all each eh, 
Each perry genius, quite great Shakſpeare's ſelf / 
What critic daves preſcribe avhat's jnſt and fit, 

Or mark out limits for ſuch beundliſs writ ! 
Shakſpeare canld travel thro? earth, ſea, and air, 
And faint out all the px rs and winders there, 
In barren deſerts he makes nature ſmile, 
And gives us feaſts in Fis enchanted iſles 
Our author does his feeble force confeſs, 
Nor dares pretend ſuch merit tc tranſgrefs : 
| Dies net ſuch ſhining gifts af genius are, 
And therefore males propri-ty fis care. 
Four treat with ſtudied decem he ſerves ; 
Not only rules 4 time and place preſerdes, 
But ftrives to keep his character intire, 
With French correfneſs, and with Britiſh fre. 

T his piece, preſented in a foreign tongue, 

cn France was 21: rigus, and her monarch young, 
An hundred times a crowded audience drew, 

An hundred times repeated, ſtill ævas new. 

Pyrrhus, prowet'd, to no wild rants betray'd, 
Reſents his generous lade {4 ill repaid ; 

: Does like a man reſent, a prince upb raid. 
\ His ſentiments diſcliſe a rizal mind, 
Nor is he known a king from guards behind, 

Injur'd Hermione demands relicf, 

But nut from heavy narratives of grief: 
In conſcious majeſty her pride is ſhewn ; 
Barn to avenge her wrongs, but not bemoan. 
Andromache If in our author's lines, 
As in the great original ſhe g ines, 
Nothing 2 from barbarity ſhe fears ; 
Attend with ſilence, youll applaud with teart. 
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THE 


DISTREST MOTHER. 


e 


Eater Oreſtes, Pylades, and Iitendauntt. 


Oral. O Pylades! what's life without a friend ! 
Ar ſight of thee my gloomy ſoul cheers up, 
My hopes revive, and gladneſs Gawns within me. 
Akter an abſence of fix tedious moons, 
How could J hope to find my P;/aes, 
My joy, my comfort! on this fatal ſhore ! 
Even in the court of Pyrrhas ? in theſe realms, 
Theſe hated realms, fo croſs to all my wiſhes. 
O, my brave friend! may no blind ſtroke of fate 
Divide us more, and tear me from mvſclt. 

P;l. O prince! O my Ortes: O my friend !— 
Thus let me ſpeak the welcome of my heart ¶ Embracing. 
Since J hare gain'd this unexpected meeting, 

Bleſt be the powers that barr'd my way to Cree, 
And kept me here! ever ſince the unhappy day 
When warring winds { Epirus full in view) 
Sander'd our barks on the loud ſtormy main. 

O. It was, indeed, a morning full of horror! 

P;/. A thouſand boding cares have rack'd my ſoul 
In your behalf. Oiten, with tears, I mourn'd 
Ihe fatal ills, to which your life's involr'd ; 

And grudg'd you dangers which I could not ſhare. 
fear d to what extremiries the black deſpair 

That prey'd upon your mind, might have betray'd vou, 
And left the Gods, in pity to your woes, _ 
Should hear your pray'rs, and take the life vou loath'd. 
But now with joy I ſce vou! ———The retinue, 
And numerous tolowers that ſurround you here, 


5 Syreak 
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Speak better fortunes, and a mind diſpos'd 

o reliſh life. 

Oreſ. Alas! my friend, who knows 
The deſtiny, to which I ſtand reſerv'd! 
I come in ſearch of an inhuman fair ; 
And live or die, as ſhe decrees my fate. 

Zyl. You _—_ ſurpriſe me, prince I thought you 

cur 

Of your unpity'd, unſucceſsful paſſion. 
Why, in Epirzs, ſhould you hope to find 
Hermione leſs cruel, than at Sparta? 
I thought her pride, and the diſdainful manner 
In which ſhe treated all your conſtant ſufferings, 
Had broke your fetters, and aſſur'd your freedom: 
Aſham'd of your repulſe, and lighted vows, 
You hated her; you talk'd of her no more: 
Prince, veu deceiv'd me. 

Or-/. I deceiv'd myſelf. 
Do not upbraid the unhappy man that loves thee. 
Thou know'f I never hid my paſſion from thee ; 
Thou faw'| it, in its birth, and in its progreſs ; 
And when, at laſt, the hoary King, her father, 
Great Menclaus, gave away his daughter, 
His lovely daughter, to the happy Fyrrhus, | 
Th' avenger of his wrongs, thou ſaw'{t my grief, 
My torture, my deſpair; * and how I dragg'd, 
From ſea to ſen, a heavy chain of woes. 
O P3/ad's! wy heart has bled within me, 
To fee thee, preſt with ſorrows not thy own, 
Still wand'ring with me, like a baniſh'd man, 
Watchful, and anxious for thy wretched friend, 
Tc temper the wild tranſports of my mind, 
And ſave me from my ſelf. 

Frl. Why thus unkind ? | 
Why will you envy me the pleaſing taſk : 
Of generous love, and ſympathizing iriendſhip ? 

Gre. Thou miracle of truth! ut hear me on. 
Vhen in the midſt of my diſaſtrous fate, 
I thought how the divine Hermione, 
Deaf to the vows, regardleſs of my plaints, 
Gave up herſelf, an.” all her charms, to Py-r74s ; 


Thou 
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hon may'ſt remember, I abhorr'd her name, 
Strove to forget her, and repay her ſcorn. 

I made my friends, and even myſelf, believe 
My ſoul was freed, Alas! I did not fee, 

That all the malice of my heart was love. 
Triumphing thus, and yet a captive ſtill, 

In Greece I landed, and in Greece I found 

The aſſembled princes all alarm'd with fears, 

In which their common ſafety ſeem'd concern'd. 
I join'd them: for I hop'd that war and glory 
Might fill my mind, and take up all my thoughts; 
And that my ſhatter'd ſou], impair'd with grief, 
Once more would reaſſume its wonted vigour, 
And every idle paſſion quit my breaſt. 

P;1. "The thought was worthy Agamemnau's ſon; 

Creſ. But ſee the ſtrange perverſencls of my ſtars, 
Which throws me on the rock I ſtrove to ſhun! 
Thc jealous chiefs, and all the ſtates of Greece, 
With one united voice complain of Pyrrhas ; 

That now, forgetful of the promiſe giv'n, 
And mindleſs of his godlike father's — 
Ajt;anax he nurſes in his court; 

Aſtrauaæx, the young, ſurviving hope 

Ot ruin'd Troy ; 3 deſcended 

From a long race of kings—great He@zr's ſon. 

P;z1. A name ſtill dreadful in the ears of Greece / 
Dut, prince, you'll ceaſe to wonder, why the child 

Lives thus protected in the court of bu, 
| When you ſhall hear, the bright 4»dromachre, 

His lovely captive, charms him from his gas: 
The mother's beauty guards the helpleſs fon. 

Or:/. Your tale contirms what I have heard ; and hence 
Spring all my hopes. Since my proud rival wooes 
Another partner to his throne aad bed, 

Hermigue may ſtill be mine. Her father, 
The injur'd Mens laus, thinks already 
His daughter lighted, and th' intended nuptials 


Loo long delay d. I heard his loud complaints 

With ſecret pleaſure; and was glad to fad 

Thi eee maid neglected in her turn, 

And all my wrongs aveng'd in her diſgrace. 51 
| its 
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II. Oh, may you keep your juit reſentments warm! 
On Reſentments! O my triend, too ſoon I found 
They grew not out of hatred. I am betray'd : 
ractiſe ca myſelf, and fondly plot 
Me own undoing, Goaded on by love, 
I cuanvaſs'd all the ſuffrages of Greece ; 
And here I come, their ſworn ambaff: ador, 
To ſpeak their jealoufies, and claim this boy, 
P3l. Pyrrh:s will treat your embaſſy with ſcorn, 
Full of Achilles, his redoubted fire ; 
Prrrhus is proud, impetuous, headitrong, fierce ; 
Made up of paſſions: will he then be ſway d, 
And give to death the ſon of her he loves ? 
Or. Oh, would he render up Fermzcre, 
And keep Aſtzzzax, I thould be bleſt! 
He muſt; he ſhall: Hermicue is my lite, 
My ſoul, my 12 f I'll no longer curb 
"The ſtrong defire that hurries me to madneſs : 
I'll give a loote to love; I'll bear her — ; 
I']] tear her from his arms; I'll O, ye Gods! 
Giie me Hermine, or let me die! — | 
Burt tell me, P;/ad.:, how ſtand my hopes? 
Is Prrrbus fill enamour'd with her charms ? 
Or % thou think he'll yield me up the prize, 
The dear, dear prize, which he has raviſh'd from me! 
#:/. I dare not flatter your fond hopes ſo far; 
The King, indeed, cold to the Spartan Princeſs, 
Turns all his pation to Antromach es 
lectar's afflicted widow. But in vain, 
With interwoven love and rage, he ſues 
The charming captive, obſtinately cruel. 
Oft he alarms her for her child, contin'd 
Apart; and when her tears begin to flow, 
As ſoon he | -ns them, and recals his threats. 
{cr :1:ne a thouſand times has ſeen 
Hts ill- requited vows return to her ; 
And takes his indignation all for love. 
What can be gather'd from a man ſo various? ? 
He mar, in the diſorder of his ſoul, 
\Wed her he hates, and puniſh her he loves, 


Ore 7 
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Oreſ. But tell me, how the wrong'd IHrmione 
Brooks her ſlow nuptials, and di ſnonour'd charms ? 
Zyl. Hermione would fain be thought to ſcorn 
Her warering lover, and difdain his talſhood ; 
But, ſpite of all her pride and conſcious beauty, 
She mourns in ſecret her neglected charms, 
And oft has made me priry to her tears; 
Still threatens to be gone, yet {till ſhe ſtays, 
And ſometimes ſighs, and wiihes for Or-/t--. | 
Ore/. Ah, were thoſe wiſhes from her heart, my friend, 
I'd fly in tranſport [ Flauriſb withine 
Zyl. Hear! The King approaches 
To give you audience. Speak your embaily 
Without reſerve : urge the demands of Greece ; 
And in the name of all her kings, require 
That Hector ſon be given into your hands. 
P;rrhus, inſtead of granting what they aſk, 
"Lo ſpeed his love, and win the Trau dame, 
Will make it merit to preſerve her ſon. 
Bur, ſee : he comes! 
Ore/ſ. Meanwhile, my P;lades, 
Go, and diſpoſe Hermione to ſee 
Her lover, who is come thus far, to throw 
Himſelf, in all his ſorrows, at her feet. [Exit Pylades, 
Enter Pyrrhus, Phenix, and Attendants, 
Before I ſpeak the meſſage of the Greeks, 
Permit me, fir, to glory in the title 
Of their ambaſſador ; fince I behold 
Tray's vanquiſher, and great Achilles ſon, 
Nor does the ſon riſe ſhort of ſuch a father: 
If Hectar fell by him, Troy fell by you. 
But what your father never would have done, 
You do. You cheriſh the remains of Tr; | 
And, by anill-tim'd pity, keep alive 2 
The dying embers of a ten year's war. 
Have you ſo ſoon forgot the mighty /{-2y ? 
The Greeks remember his high brandiſh'd ſword, 
That fill'd their ſtate with widows and with orphans ; 
For which they call for vengeance on his ſon. 
Who knows what he may one day prove? Who m—_ 
| | ut 
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But he may brave us in our ports, and, fill'd 
With He#cr's fury, ſet our flects on blaze? 

You may, yourſelf, live to repent your mercy. 
Comply, then, with the Grecians juſt demands 
Satiate their vengeance, and preſerve yourſelf. 

Pyr. The Greeks are for my ſafety more concern'd 
Than I defire. I thought your kings were met 
On more important counſel. When I heard 
Ihe name of their ambaſſador, I hop'd 
Some glorious enterprize was taking birth. 

Is £gae:70.'s ſon diſpatch'd for this? 

And do the Grecian chiefs, renown'd in war, 

A race of heroes, join in cloſe debate, 

To plot an infant's death — What right has Greece 
To aſk his hte? Muſt I, muſt I alone, 

Of all her ſcepter'd warriors, be deny'd 

Jo treat my captive as I pleaſe? Know, prince, 
When T vey lay ſmoking on the ground, and each 
Proud victor ſhar'd the harveſt of the war, 
Jrndromache, and this her ſon were mine; 

Were mine by lot. And who ſhall wreft them from me? 
%s bore away old Priam's queen ; 

Calanda was your own great fathcs's prize: 

Did I concern myſelf in what they won? 

Did I ſend embaſſies to claim their captives ? 

Oreſ. But, fir, we fear for you, and for ourſelves, 
Trey may again revive, and anew Hector 
Riſe in Aſtzanax. Then think betimes—— 

Pyr. Let daſtard fouls be timorouſly wiſe : 

But tell them, Fyrrhus knows not how to form 
Far fancy'd ills, and dangers out of ſight. 

Ore/. Sir, call to mind the unrivall'd ſtrength of Ty, 
Her Walls, he bulwarks, and her gates of brats ; 
Her kings, her heroes, and embattled armies ! 

Pyr. I call them all to mind; and fee them all 
Contus'd in duſt; all mixt in one wide ruin; 

All but a child, and he in bondage held. 

What vengeance can we fear from ſuch a T7%¹⁰]? 

If they have ſworn to extinguith Ifector's race, 

Why was their vow for twelve long months deterr'd ? 
Wiy was he not in Priam's boſom {lain ? 


He 
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He ſhould have fall'n among the ſlaughter'd heaps, 
Whelm'd under T7;y, His death had then been juſt, 
« When age and infancy, alike in vain, 
« Pleaded their weakneſs; when the heat of conqueſt, 
And horrors of the fight, rouz'd all our rage, 
And blindly hurry'd us thro' ſcenes of death.” 
My fury then was without bounds ; but now, 
My wrach appeas'd, muſt I be cruel {till ? 
And, deaf to all the tender calls of pity, 
Like a cool murderer, bathe my hands in blood? 
An infant's blood ?—No, prince—Go, bid the Greets 
Mark out ſome other victim; my revenge 
Has had its fill. What has eſcap'd from Try 
Shall not be ſav'd to periſh in Epirus. 

Ore/. I need not tell you, fir, A anax 
Was doom'd to death in Trey; nor mention how 
The crafty mother ſav'd her darling ſcn. 
The Greeks do now but urge their former ſentence : 
Nor is't the boy, but Hecter they purſue ; 
The father draws their vengeance on the ſon— 
The father, who ſo oft in Crecian blood 
Has drench'd his ſword—the father, whom the Greets 
May ſeek e'en here Prevent them, fir, in time. 
Hr. No! let them come; fince I was born to wage 
Eternal wars. Let them now turn their arms 
On him who conquer'd for them. Let them come, 
And in Epirus ſeek another Tu. 
*T was thus they recompenc'd my godlike fire ; 
Thus was Achilles thank'd. Bur, prince, remember, 
Their black ingratitude then coſt them dear. 
Ore/. Shall Greece then find a rebel fon in Pyrrhus ? 
Pyr. Have I then conquer'd to depend on Greece? 
Oreſ. Hermiane will ſway your ſoul to peace, 
And mediate 'twixt her father and yourſelf, 
Her beauty will enforce my embaſſy. 

Pyr. Hermiane may have her charms, and I 
May love her ſtill, tho” not her father's {lave. 
I may, in time, give proofs that I'm a lover, 
But never muſt forget chat I'm a king. 
Meanwhile, fir, you may ſee fair He/-r's daughter: 
1 know how near in blood you ſtand ally d. 


That 
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That done, you have my anſwer, prince. The Greets, 

No doubt, expect your quick return. 

[ Exenz:t Oreſtes, and Attondants 
Phew. Sir, do you ſend your rival to the princeſs? + 
rr. 1 am told that he has lov'd her long. 
than. It fo, 

Rave vou not cauſe to fear the ſmother'd flame 

May Kindle at her fight, and blaze a-new ; 

And the be wrougit to liſten to his paſſion ? 

Fri. Ay, let them, Phzrir, let them love their fill! 

Le them go hence ; let them depart together : 

Together let them fail for Spar:a; all my ports 

Are open to them both. From what conſtraint, 

V hat irkſome thoughts, ſhould I then be reliev'd ! 
Phe. But, fir 
Pyr. I ſhall another time, good Phan, 

Unboſom to thee all my thoughts For, ſee, 

&rndr.macke appears. Exa Phoenix, 

ter Andromache, and Cephiſa. 

May I, madam, 

Flatter. my hopes ſo far as to believe 

You come to ſeek me here? 

Ardr. This way, fir, leads 

To thoſe apartments where you guard my ſon, 

Since vou permit me, once a- day, to vitit 

All I have left of Hedtor and of Troy, | 

I go to weep a few ſad moments with him, 

1 3 not yet to-day embrac'd my child; 

] have not held him in my widow'd arms. 

P;r. Ah, madam! ſhould the threats of Greece prevail, 

You'll have occafion for your tears, indeed ! 

Augr. Alas! what threats? What can alarm the Creeks 2 

There are no Tgſaus left. 

Pyr. Their hate to Hector 

Can never die: the terror of his name 

Still ſhakes their ſouls, and makes them dread his ſon, 
ndr. A mighty honour for victorious Greece, 

To fear an infant, a poor friendlefs child ! 

Who ſmiles in bondage, nor yet knows himſelf 


The ſon of Alete, and the flave of Pyrrhas. 


Pyr, 
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Pyr. Weak as he is, the Greeks demand his life, 
And ſend no leſs than Agamemnon's ſon 
Lo letch him hence. 
Andr. And, fir, do you comply 
With ſuch demands ! This blow is aim'd at me. 
Hove ſhould the child avenge his ſlaughter'd fire ? 
But, cruel men! they will not have him live 
o cheer my heavy heart, and eaſe my bonds. 
I promis'd to myſelf in him a ſon, 
In him a friend, a huſband, and a father. 
But I muſt ſuffer ſorrow heap'd on ſorrow, 
And till the fatal ſtroke muſt come from you. 
Pyr. Dry up thoſe tears; I muſt not ſee you weep ; 
And know, I have rejected their demands. 
The Greeks already threaten me with war ; 
But, ſhould they arm, as once they did, for Heler, 
And hide the Adriatic with their fleets ; 
Should they prepare a ſecond ten-years fiege, 
And lay my towers and palaces in duſt ; 
I am determined to defend your fon, 
And rather die mvfelf than give him up. 
But, madam, in the midſt ot all theſe dangers, 
Will you refuſe me a propitious ſmile ? 
Hated of Greece, and preſt on every ſide, 
Let me not, madam, while I fight your cauſe, 
Let me not combat with your cruelties, 
And count Audromach - amongſt my foes. 
Ardr. Conſider, fir, how this will ſound in Greece ! 
How can fo great a ſoul betray ſuch weakneſs ? 
Let not men ſay, ſo generous a deſign 
Was but the tranſport of a heart in love. 
P;r, Your charms will juſtify me to the world. 
Antr. How can Andrmmache, a captive queen, 
O'erwhelm'd with grief, a burden to herſelf, 
Harbour a thought of love? Alas! what charms 
Have theſe unhappy eves, by you condemn'd 
To weep forever. Talk of it no more. 
Jo reverence the misfortunes of a foe ; 
To ſuccour the diſtreſt; to give the ſon 
Jo an afflicted mother; to repel 
Confederate nations, leagu'd againſt his life; 


. 
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Unbrib'd by love, unterrify'd by threats, 

To pitr, to protect him: theſe are cares, 

Theſe are exploits worthy Achil!s's ſon. 
15%. Will your reſentments, then, endure for ever! 

Muſt Tyre hit never be forgiven ?-——'Tis true, 

My ſword has often reek'd in Phrygian blood, 

And carry'd havoc thro' your royal kindred; - 

But you, fair princeſs, amply have aveng'd 

Old Pramu's ranquiſh's houſe; and all the woes 

I brought on them, fall ſhort of what I ſuffer, 

We both have ſuffer'd in our turns, and now 

Our common foes ſhall teach us to unite. 
Auch. Where does the cantive not behold a foe ? 
Pyr. Forget the term of hatred, and behold 

A friend in * Give me but to hope, 

I'll free your ſon, I'll be a father to him; 

Myſelf will teach him to avenge the Trejaut. 

I'll go in perſon to chaſtiſe the Greeks, 

Both for your wrongs and mine. Inſpir'd by you, 

What would I not atchieve? Again ſhall Try 

Riſe from its aſhes : this right arm ſhall fix 

Her ſeat of empire, and your ſon ſhall reign. IR 
Andr. Such dreams of greatneſs ſuit not my condition: 

His hopes of empire periſh'd with his father. 

No; thou imperial city, ancient Trey, 

Thou pride of Aa, founded by the Gods! 

Never, Oh never, muſt we hope to ſee 

Thoſe bulwarks riſe, which Hector could not guard. 

Sir, all I wiſh for is ſome quiet exile, 

Where far from Greece remov'd, and far from you, 

I may conceal my ſon, and mourn my huſband. 

Your love creates me envy. Oh, return! 

Return to your betroth'd Hermione. 

Pyr. Why do you mock me thus ? you know, I cannot. 

You know my heart is yours; my ſoul hangs on you; 

You take up every with : my waking thoughts, 

And nightly dreams, are all employ d on you. 

Tis true, Hermione was ſent to ſhare 

My throne and bed ; and would with tranſport hear 

The rows which you neglect, FO 

47. 
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Audr. She has no Tray, 
No [/-#or to lament : the has not loſt 
A huſband by your conqueſts. Such a huſtand! 
(Formenting thought!) whoſe death alone has made 
Your fire * Fame. Pyrrhus and Achilles, 
Are both grown great by my calamities. 
Pr. Madam, tis well! "Tis very well! I find, 
Your will muſt be obey d; imperious captive, 
It ſhall. Henceforth I blot you from my mind : 
You teach me to forget your charms; to hate you : 
For know, inhuman beauty, I have lov'd 
Loo well to treat you with indifference. 
"Think well upon it; my diſorder'd ſoul 
| Warers between th' extreme of love and rage; 
I have been too tame; I will awake to vengeance ! 
Ihe ſon ſhall anſwer for the mother's ſcorn. 
The Gras demand him, nor will I endanger 
My realms, to pleaſure an ungrateful woman. 
Andr. I hen he muſt die! alas, my ſon muſt die! 
He has no friend, no ſuccour left, beſide 
His mother's tears, and his own innocence. 
Hr. Go, madam, viſit this unhappy ſon. 
The fight of him may bend your ſtubborn heart, 
And turn to ſoftneſs your unjuſt diſdain. 
I ſhall once more expect your anſwer. Go; 
And think, while you embrace the captive boy, 
Think, that his life depends on your reſolves. 
[ Exeunt Pyrrhus, and Attendants, 
Audr. I'Il go; and in the anguiſh of my heart, 
Weep o'er my child—If he muſt die, my life 
Is wrapt in his; I ſhall not long ſurvire. 
"Tis for his ſake that I have ſer lite, 
. Groan'd in captivity, and out-liv'd Hector. 
Yes, my 1fjanax, we'll go together! 
Together to the realms of night we'll go! 
There to thy raviſh'd eyes thy fire I'll hs, 
And point him out among the ſhades below. 
[ Exennt. 
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Eten Hermione and Cleone. 


Her. \ ELL, III be rul'd, C. Twill fee him: 
I have told F;/:s that he may bring him; 
But truſt me, were I left to my own thoughts, 
I ihould forbid him vet. 
Cleo. And why torbid him ? 
Is he not, madam, ſtill the ſame Or-/ftes ? 
Ortes, whoſe return vou oft have with'd ? 
Ihe man whoſe ſufferings you ſo late lamented, 
And often prais d his conſtancy and love! 
Her. "that love, that conitancy, ſo ill requited, 
Upbraids me to myſelf. I bluſh to think 
How I have us'd him, and would ſhun his preſence, 
M hat will be my confuſion, when he ſees me 
Neglected and forſaken, like himſelf ! 
Will he not ſay, is this the ſcornful maid ? 
The proud /fermizne 7 that tyranniz'd | 
In Sgærta's court, and triumph'd in her charms ? 
Her inſolence at laſt is well repaid. 
I cannot bear the thought. 
Clis. You wrong yourſelf 
With unbecoming fears. He knows too well 
Your beauty and your worth. Your lover comes not 
To offer inſults, but repeat his vows, 
And hreathe his ardent paſſion :t vour feet. 
But, madam, what's your royal father's will? 
What orders do your letters bring from Sparta? 
Her, His orders are, if F runs till delay 
The nuptials, and refuſe to ſacritice 
This Trajan boy, I ſhould with ſpeed embark, 
And with their embaſſy return to Greece. Fn 
Cl-;z, What would you more? Oreftes comes in time 
To ſave your honour. Pyrrbus cools apace: 
Prevent his falſhood, and forſake him firſt. 
1 know you hate him ; you have told me ſo. 
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Her. Hate him! My injur'd honour bids me hate him. 
"The ungrateful man, to whom I fondly gare 
My virgin heart; the man I lov'd ſo dearly ; 

Ihe man I doated on! O, my Clezre / 
How is it poſſible I ſhould not hate him! 

Cleo. Then give him over, madam. Quit his court, 
And with Oreftes 

Her. No! I muſt have time 
To work up all my rage! To meditate 
A parting full of horror! My revenge 
Will be but too much quicken'd by the traitor. 

Cleo. Do you then wait new inſults, new aFronts ? 
'To draw you from your father! Than to leave you! 
In his own court to I:ave you—for a captive! 

It Pyrrkus can provoke you, he has done it. 

Hor. Why doſt thou heighten my dittreſs? I fear 
To ſearch out my own thoughts, and ſound my heart, 
Be blind to what thou ſce'ſt ; Believe me cur'd : 
Flatter my weakneſs; tell me I have conquer d; 
Think that my injur'd foul is ſet againit him; 

And do thy beſt to make me think ſo too. 

Cl, Why would you loiter here, then? 

Hor. Let us fly 
Let us be gone! I leave him to his captive : 

Let him go kneel, and ſupplicate his flare, 

Let us be gone !—But hat if he repent ? 

What, if the perjur'd prince again ſubmit, 

And ſue for pardon ? What, if he rene 

His former vows ?—Bur, Oh, the faithleſs man! 

He f1ghts me! drives me to extremities ;'—However, 

I'lftay, Clloue, to perplex their loves: 

I'll ſtax, till, bu an open breach of contract, 

make lim hateful to the Gre- . Already 

heir vengeance have I drau n upon the ſon ; 

The ſecond embaſly ſhall claim the mother: 

1 will redouble all my grief, upon her. 

Cle. Ah, madam ! whither does your rage tranſport 

you ? | 

ud ramatchbs, alas! is innocent. 

A woman plung'd in ſorrow, dead to love, 

And when me thinks of YH, tis with horror. 
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Her. Would I had done ſo, too! He had not then 
Betray d my eaſy faith. But I, alas! 
Diſcover'd all the fondneſs of my ſcul ; 
I made no ſecret of my paſſion to him, 
Nor thought it dangerous to be fincere. 
My eyes, my tongue, my actions ſpoke my heart. 

Cleo. Well might you ſpeak without reſerve, to one 
Engag'd to you by ſolemn oaths and treaties. 

er. His ardour, too, was an excuſe to mine : 

With other eyes he ſaw me then! Clione, 
Thou may'ſt remember, every thing conſpir'd 
To favour him: my father's wrongs aveng'd; 
Ihe Greeks triumphant ; fleets of Trejan . 
His mighty ſire's, his own immortal fame; 
His eager love—all, all conſpir'd aguinſt me! 
— But 1 have done—I'll think no more of Pyrr/b1z. 
Oreſtes wants not merit, and he loves me. 
My gratitude, my honour, both plead for him; 
And if I've power o'er my heart, tis his. 

Clio. Madam, he come 

Her. Alas! I did not think 
He was ſo near! I wiſh I might not ſec him. 

Enter Oreſtes. 

How am I to interpret, fir, this viſit ? 
Is it a compliment of form, or love ? 

Or. Madam, you know my weakneſs, Tis my fate 
To love unpity'd; to deſite to ſee you ; 
And {till to ſwear each time ſhall be the laſt. 
My paſſion breaks thro*' my repeated caths, 
And every time I viſit you, I'm perjur'd. 
Even now, I find my wounds all bleed afreſh ; 
I bluſh to own it, but I know no cure. 
I call the Gods to witneſs, I have try'd 
Whatever man could do, (but try'd in vain) 
To wear you from my mind. 'Thro' ſtormy ſeas, 
And ſavage climes, in a whole year of abſence, 
I courted dangers, and I long'd for death. 

Her. Why will you, prince, indulge this mournful tale 
It ill becomes the ambaſſador of Greece, 
To talk of dying, and of love. Remember 
'The kings you repreſent ; ſhall their revenge 
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Be diſappointed by your ill-tim'd paſſion ? 
Diſcharge your embaſſy—'tis not Ore/tes 
Ihe Greeks defire ſhould die. 
Ore/. My embaſſy 
Is at an end; for Pyrrhus has refus'd 
To give up Hefor's ſon. Some hidden power 
Protects the boy. 
Her. Faithleſs, ungrateful man ! [ Aide. 
Ore. I now prepare for Greece ; but, e'er I go, 
Would hear my final doom pronounc'd by you 
What do I ſay ?—lI do already hear it! 
My doom is fixt: I read it in your eyes. 
Her. Will you then {till deſpair ? be {till ſuſpicious ? 
What have I done? wherein have I been cruel ? 
*Tis true, you find me in the court of Pyrrhus ; 
But *twas my royal father ſent me hither. 
And who can tell, but I have ſhar'd your grief: ? 
Have I ne'er wept in ſecret ?—never wiſh'd 
To ſee Oreftes # 
Oreſ. Wiſh'd to ſee Oreftes / 
O joy! Occktacy! My ſoul's intranc'd! 
O charming princeſs! O tranſcendant maid! 
My utmoſt wiſh ! Thus, thus let me expreſs 
My boundleſs thanks ! I never was unhappy——— 
Am I * — 
Her. You are Oreftes : 
The ſame nnalter'd, generous, faithful lover; 
The prince whom I eſteem, whom I lament, 
And whom I fain would teach my heart to love. 
Ore/. Ay, there it 1s !—I have but your eſteem, 
While Pyrrhzs has your heart, 
Her. Believe me, prince, 
Were you as Fyrrbus, I ſhould hate you! 
Oreſ. No! 
I ſhould be bleſt! I ſhould be lov'd as he is !— 
Yet all this while I die by your diſdain, 
While he neglects your charms, and courts another. 
Her. And who has told you, prince, that I'm neglecied ? 
Has Pyrrbus ſaid (Oh, I ſhall go dittracted!) 
Has Pyrrþus told you ſo? or is it you 
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Who think thus meanly of me ?—Sir, perhaps, 
All do not judge like you !— 
Or-/. Madam, go on! | 
Inſult me {till ; I'm us'd to bear your ſcorn. 
Her. Why am I told how Prrrhas loves or hates? 
— Go, prince, and arm the Greeks againſt the rebel; 
Let them lay waſte his country, raze his towns, | 
Deſtroy his fleets, his palaces—himſelf! 
Go, prince, and tell me then how much I love him. 
Ore/. To haften his deſtruction, come yourſelf; 
And work your royal father to his ruin. 
Her. Meanwhile, he weds Audramache “ 
Ore/. Ah, princeſs! | 
What is't I hear? 
Her. What infamy for Greece, 
If he ſhould wed a Phrygian, and a captive ? 
Oreſ. Is this your hatred, madam ?—'Tis in vain 
To hide your paſſion ; every thing betrays it: 
Your looks, your ſpeech, your anger, nay, your ſilence 
Your love appears in all; your ſecret flame 
Breaks out the more, the more you would conceal it, 
Hcr. Your jealouſy perverts my meaning ſtill, 
And wreſts each circumſtance to your diſquict ; 
My very hate is conſtrued into fondneſs. 
Or-/. Impute my fears, if groundleſs, to my love. 
Her. Then hear me, prince. Obedience to a father 
Firſt brought me hither; and the ſame obedience 
Detains me here, till Pyrrbus drive me hence, 
Or my offended father ſhall recal me. 
Tell this proud king, that Merelaus ſcorns 
To match his daughter with a foe of Greece : 
Bid him reſign Aftyarax, or me, 
If he perſiſts to guard the hoſtile boy, 
He ;micne embarks with you for Sparta. 
[ Exeant Hermione, and Cleone, 
Orgſ. Then is Oreſtes bleſt! My griefs are fled ! 
Fled like a dream !—Methinks I tread in air! 
Py rrhus enamour'd of his captive queen, 
Will thank me, if I take her rival hence 
He looks not on the princeſs with my eyes! 


Surpriſing happineſs !—unlook'd for joy! 
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Never let love deſpair The prize is mine! 
Be ſmooth, ye ſeas, and ye propitious winds, 
Breathe from Epirus to the Hartan coaſts! 
I long to view the fails unfurl'd ! But, fcc! 
Hyribus approaches in a happy hour. 
Euter Pytrhus, and Phœnix. 
Pyr. I was in pain to find you, prince. ly warm 
Ungovem'd temper, would not let me weigh 
The importance of your embaſſy, and hear 
You argue for my good. I was to hlame. 
I fince have pois d your reaſons : and I thank 
My good allies : their care deſerves my thanks. 
Lou have convinc'd me, that the weal of Cen. 
My father's honour, and mv own repoſe, 
Demand that Hector's race ſhould be deſtroy d. 
I ſhall deliver up Afparax, 
And you yourſelf ſha!! bear the victim hence. 
Gre/. If you appro'e it, ſir, and are content 
To ſpill the blood of a defencelefs child, 
The offended Greeks, nu doubt, will be appea 4. 
Pyr. Cloſer to ſtrain the knot of our alliance, 
J have detcrmin'd to eſpcuſe Herminny, 
You come in time to grace our nuptial rites : 
In you the kings of Greece will all be preſent, 
And you have right to perſonate her father, 
As his embaſſador, and brother's ſon. 
Go, prince, renew your viſit ; tell Hermione, 
To-morrow I receive her from your hands. | 
Or. | 4/ide.] O change of fortune! Oh, undone 
reſtes ! | Exile 
Pyr. Well, Phanie! Am I fill a fare to love? | 
What think'it thou now? Am I mvſelf again? 
Phen. l is as it ſhould be; this diſcovers P;rrhas g 
Shews all the hero: now vou are yourſelt— 
The ſon, the rival of the great IHilles! 
Greece will applaud y u, and the world confeſs 
Pyrrhzs has conguer'd I a ſecond time! 
Pyr. Nay, Phew, now I but begin to triumph; 
I never was a conoueror till nove! 5 
Believe me, a whole hoſt, a war of foes, 
May ſocner be ſubdu'd than love, Oh, Plauix . 
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What ruin have I ſhunn'd? The Greeks enrag'd, 
Finng o'er me like a gathering ſtorm, and ſoon 
Had burſt in thunder on my head; while I 
Abandon d duty, empire, honour, all, 
Jo pleaſe a thanklefs woman ! One kind look 
Had quite undone me! 
Phan. O, mx royal maſter! 
The Gods, in favour to you, made her crucl. 
P;r. Thou faw'ſt with how much ſcorn ſhe treated me! 
Vhen I permitted her to ſee her ſon, 
I hop'd it might have work's her to my wiſhes. 
I went to tee the mournful interview, 
And found her bath'd in tears, and loft in paſſion. 
Wild with diſtreſs, a thouſand times ſhe call'd 
On Hecter's name: and when I fpoke in comfort, 
And promis'd my protection to her ſon, 
She k1f'd the boy, and call'd again on Hector 
Then ſtrain'd him in her arms, and cry'd, 'tis he! 
„lis he himſelf! his eves, his every feature! 
His very frown, and his ſtern look already! 
u he—'tis my lov'd lord, whom ] embrace!” 
Does ſhe then think that 1 preſerve the boy, 
To ſoothe and keep aliie her flame for Hector ? 
Phan. No doubt, ſhe docs; and thinks you favour'd 
init; | 
But let her go, for an ungrateful woman ! 
Pyr. I know the thoughts of her proud ſtubborn heart 
Vain of her charms, and infolent Ts ay, 
She. mocks my rage; and when it threatens loudeſt, 
Exrects 'tw ill ſoon be humbled into love. 
But we mall change our parts, and ſhe ſhall find 
I can be deat like her, and ſteel my heart. 
Che is He s widow ; I, , ſon! 
Pyrrhus is born to hate Ardromache, 
" Phan. Ny royal maſter, talk of her no more; 
I do not like this anger. Your Hermicne | 
Should now engroſs your thoughts, "Tis time to ſee her; 
Tis time vou ould prepare the nuptial rice, h 
And not rely upon a rival's care: 
It may be dangerous. 
Hr. Eut tell me, Phenix, 
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Doſt thou not think, the proud Andromacke 
Will be enrag'd, when I ſhall wel the princeſs ? 

Phan, Why does Andromachs Kill haunt vour thoughts? 
V hat is r to you, be ſhe enrag'd or pleas'd ? 
Let her name periſu—think of her no more. 

Fyr. No, Phenix I have been too gentle with er, 
] hve check'd my wrath, and ſtifled my reſentment: 
She knows not yet to what degree I hate her, 
Let us return I'll brave her to her face: 
I'V gie my anger its free courſe againſt her. 

Thou ſhalt ſee, Phenix, how I'll break her pride! 
Phon, Oh, go not, ſir— There's ruin in her eyes! 
You do not know vour ſtrength: : : you'll fall before her, 

Adore her beauty, and rev ive her ſcorn. 

r., That were, indecd, a moſt unmanly weakneſs! 
Thou doſt not know me, Phenix. 

Phan. Ah, my prince! 

You are {till tru ggling i in the toil> of love. 

P;r. Canſt thou then think, I love this woman fill 

One who repays my paſſion v-:th diſdaia! 

A ſtranger, captive, friendleſs and forlorn; 

She and her darling ſon within my power; 

Her life a forfeit to the Gre-k: et [ 

Pr-ſerve her ſon ; would take her to my threne ; 
Would fight her battles, and ag enge her wro gs; . 
And all this while ſhe treats me 25 her toe! 

Phan. You have it in your power to he reren 2d. 

Pyr. Yes—and I'll ſhew my pow er! III gi: e ler cauſe 
To hate me! ber Aftyanax ſhall die 
What tears will then be ſhed! How will the then 
In bitterneſs of heart reproach my name! 

Then, to complete her woes, w ill I eſp 275 
Iler miau Tu ill ſtab der to the hear 
Phern. Alas, vou threaten like a lover 1 IP 
Pyr. Phenix, excuſe this ſtr ruggle of my ſoul; 
*1 5 the lait effort of expiring love. 

Phun. Then haſten, Ur, to ſce the Spartau prince: 
And turn the bent of your defires on her. 

Pyr. Oh! 'tis a heavy taſk to conquer lone, 

And wean the ſoul from her accuttom' d f wine, 
But, come A long farewel to /?:c;r 5 widow, 
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"Tis with a ſecret pleaſure ] look back, 

And fee the many dangers I have paſs'd. 

de merchant, thus, in dreadful tempeſts toſt, 

Thrown by the waves on ſome unlook'd-for coaſt, 

Ott turns, and ſees, with a delighted eye, 

Midſt rocks and ſhelves, the broken billows fly! 

And, while the outrageous winds the deep deform, 
Smiles on the tumult, and enjoys the ſtorm, [ Exennt, 


— 


er. 
Enter Py lades aud Oreſtes. 
Fyl. Fe Heaven's ſake, fir, compoſe your ruffled 


mind, 

And moderate your rage ! 

Oreſ. No, Pylades / 
This is no time for counſel.—I am deaf. 
Talk not of reaſon! I hate been too patient. 
Liſe is not worth my care. My ſoul grows deſperate. 
I'Il bear her off, or periſh in the attempt. 
I'll force her from his arms — By Heaven, I will! 

P31. Well, tis agreed, my friend——We'll force her 

hence, 8 

But ſtill conſider, we are in Epirus. 
1 he cou rt, the guards, Hermione herſelf, 
The very air we breathe, belongs to Pyrrhzs. 
Good Gods! what tempted you to ſeek her here ? 

Oref. Loſt to my ſelf, I knew not what I did! 
My purpoſes were wild. Perhaps I came 
To menace Pyrrbus, and upbraid the woman. 

Pyl. This violence of temper may prove fatal. 

Ore/. It mult be more than man to bear theſe ſhocks, 
Theſe outrages of fate, with temper. 
He tells me, that he wed: Hermione, 
And will to-morrow take ker from my hand !— 
My hand ſhall ſooner tear the tyrant's heart.— 

Pyl. Your paſſion blins vou, fir ; he's not to blame. 
Could you but loo into the ſoul of Pyrrbus, 
Perhaps you'll find it tortur d like your owns 


Or. 


THE DIS T REST MOTHER. 29 


Ore/. No, Pylades tis all deſign. His pride, 
Jo triumph over me, has chang'd his love. 
The fair H-rmine, before I came, 

In all her bloom of beauty, was neglected. 
Ah, cruel Gods! I thought her all my own! 

She was conſenting to return to Sparta : 

Her heart, divided betwixt rage and love, 

Was on the wing to take its leave of Pyrrbus. 

She heard my ſighs, ſhe pitied my complaints, 

She prais d my conſtancy The leaſt indifference 
From this proud king, had made Oreftes happy 

Pyl. So your fond heart believes 

* Ore. Did ] not ſee 
Her hate, her rage, her indignation riſe, 

Againſt the ungrateful man? 

* Þyl. Believe me, prince, 

* *Twas then ſhe lov'd him moſt. Had Pyrrhbrs left her, 
She would have form'd ſome new pretext to ſtay,” 
Take my advice Think not to force her hence ; 
But fly yourſelf from her deſtructive charms. 

Her ſoul is link'd to Pyrrbuc—* Were ſhe yours, 

* She would reproach vou itill, and ſtill regret 

* Her diſappointed nuptials.— 

Oreſ. Talk no more! 
T cannor bear the thought! She mult be mine! 
Did Pyrrh; carry thunder in his hand, 
I'd ſtand the belt. and challenge all his fury, 
Ere I religo Vin. Ey force 
Fl ſnat h her hence, and bar her to my fiiips ; 
Hare we forgot her mother [27.75 rave ? 

F;. Will then, Orcs turn a ravither, 
And blot his embaTy ? 

Oui. O, Places / 

My grief weighs heavy on we—'twill diſtract m! 
»O late me to myſelf! Let not thy friendſhip 
© Involve thee in my woes. I 00 long already, 

© Too long haſt thou been puniſh'd for my crunes, 
It is enough, my friend! It is enough! 

Let not thy generous love betray thee farther.” 
The Gods have ſet me as their mark, to empty 
Their quivers on me,—Leave me to myſelt. 
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Nine be the danger, mine the enterprize. 
l requeſt of thee, is to return, 

And in my place convey . H, 
(Aenne bas conſented) into Greece, 
Go, Sl lads : 

111, Lead en, my fricnd, lead on! 
et us bear 07 , No toll, 

No danger can deter a friend--——Lead on! 
Drow up the Greeks, fainmon your num'rous trait; 
The ſaips are ready, and the wind ſits fair: 
1 hececattward hes the fea ; the rolling waves 
Preak on thoſe palace-ſtairs. I know each paſs, 
Fach arcnue and outlet of the court. | 
4 his very night we'll carry her on board. 
Cc. Thou art too good I treſpaſs on thy friend- 
ſhip: - 
Pit, Oh! excuſe a wretch, whom no man pities, 
Fe copt tavielt : one, juſt about to loſe 
Z treaſure of his ſoul: whom all mankind 
* Contpire to hate, and one who hates himſelf.“ 
When wil mv friendſ{lip be of uſe to thee ? 

Pri. The queſtion is unkind, —But nov, remember 
10 keep your counſels clofe, and hide your thoughts; 
Jet not Hermiine ſulpet No more 
L ice her coming, fir 

O. Away, my friend; 

I am advis'd; my all depends upon it. Eu Prigiess 
Euter Hermione, and Cleono, 
Ore/. Madam, your orders are obey'd ; ] have fovn 
P;yrriive, my rival; and have gain'd Lim for you, 
Ihe king reſolves to wed you, 
Her. So J am told; 
And, farther, I am inform'd, that you, O, ee, 
Are to diſpoſe me for the intended marriage. 
Oreſ. And are ycu, madam, willing to comply ? 
Her. Could I imagine ly loy'd me ſtill? 
After ſo long delays, who would hai e thought 
His hidden | Harms would ſhew themſcl es at laſt, 
And kindle in his breaſt, when mine expir'd ? 
I can ſuppoſe, with you, he fears the Creeks; 
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„ That it is intereſt, and not love, directs him; 
And, th: at my eyes had greater power oer von. 
a 07 /. No, pris ee, no! it 15 too plain he love; you. 
" our ee do what the vu ill, and cannat fail 
To gain a conqueit, w here you with they thoul: . 
II.. Mhat can 1 do, alas! - Fair't is ptomi, d: 
(Can I refufe hat ie not im. ne = give ? 
A princeſs, is not at her choice to x "NE; 
All we hare left us is a bind obedicace : 
And yet you fee how far I had comply” d. 
And made my duty yield to vnur entreaties. 
Oreſ. Ah, crucl maid! you knew-but I have done. 
All have aright to pic: iſe themſelves in love. 
I bla» you not. Iis t- ue, I hop d—but you 
Are mittreſs of your heart, and I'm content. 
lis fortune is my enemy, not vou. 
But, madam, I ſhall ſpare you farther pain 
On this uneaſy theme, and raize my leave, Exit. 
Her. Cleans, couldit thou think he'd be fo calm? 
Cles. Madam, his ſilent grief fits heavy on him, 
He is to be pitied, His too eager love 
Has made him buſy to his own deſtruction. 
His threats have wron chi; change of mind in e 
H. Doſt thou thirk Prong capable of tear ? 
Whom ihould the intrep d P "rr has tear? The Greet; 
Did he not lead their ha:raf,'d troops to conquett, 
When they defpair'd, u hen they retir'd from Try, 
And ſought tor ſhelter i in their burning flees ? 
Nid he not then ſupp!- his father's place! b 
No, my Cl-9z/, he is abo e confiraint ; 
He acts unfore d; and * he re he w eds, he lu vos, 
Chia. Oh, that C had remain oy in Greece / 
I fear to-morrow will prove fatal to im. 
Her. W ilt thou diſcourſe of nothing but Org es 2 
Prerbus is mine again — Is mine tor ever! 
Oh, my Cleaue, | am wild with joy! 
Pyrrbas, the bold, the brave, the > like Pyrihac ! 
— Oh, I could tell thee numberlets exploit», 
And tire thee with his battles. Oh, Clæz e 
Cleo. Madam, conceal your joy I fee 1πσſn % 
She weeps, and comes to ſpeak her ſorrows t you, 
| By f 
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er. ] would indulge the gladneſs of my heart! 

Let us retire—{ler grief is out of ſeaſon. 
Euter \ ndromache, 2:4 Cephiſa. 

Z. Ah, madam ! whither, whither do you ſly? 
Vi lere can your eyes behold a fight more pleaſing 
en iges widow, ſuppliant and in tears? 
come nat an alurm'd, a jealous ſoe, 

Jo cmy you the heart your charms have won 
Theorly man ] ſought to pleaſe, is gone; 

Killd in my ſight, by an inhuman hand. 

deer firſt taught me love; which my fond heart 
all ever cheriſh, till we meet in death. 

Eur, Oh, I have a ſon !—Aand vou, one day, 
Will be no ſtranger to a mother's fondneſs : 

Put Heaven forbid that you ſhould ever know 

A mother's ſorrow for an only ſon. 

Her joy, her bliſs, her laſt furviving comfort! 
Wren every hour the trembles for his life! 

Your power o'er Pyrrbus may rcheve my fears. 
Alas, what danger is there in a child, 

dard from the wreck of a whole ruin'd empiie? 
Let me go hide him in ſome deſert iſie: 

You may rely upon my tender care 

To keep him far from perils cf ambition: 

At de can learn of me will be to weep! 

. Madam, 'tis eaſy to conceive your grief; 
Put, it would ill become me to ſolicit 
In contradiction to my father's will: 
is he who urges to deſtroy your ſon. 

"ian, if P;r: {rs muſt be wrought to pity, 
Na woman does it better than yourſelr. 
Ir „cu gain him, I ſhall comply, cf courſe. 

; | Exert tlermione, and Clone. 

Aude. Didſt thou not mind with what diſcain ſhe ſpoke? 
Youth ard 1coſperity have made her vain; | 
de has nt wen the Ede turns of lite. 

Ciib. Niadam, were Jas vou, I'd take her counſel; 
Id ſpeak my oven diſtreſs: one look from you 
Willvenquiſh Pyrrbrs, and confound the Cr-e4s 
ce, where he comes Lay hold on this occaſion. 
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Enter Pyrrhus, and Phonix. 
Pyr. Where is the princeſs: Did you not inform me 
Hermiane was here ? [ 7, Phenix. 
Phan. I thought ſo, fir. 
Andr. I hou ſeeſt what mighty power my eyes have 
on him ! [ To Cephiſa. 
Pyr. What ſays ſhe, Phenix ? 
Andr. I have no hope left! | 
Phan. Let us be gone—Hermicne expects you. 
C:ph. For Heaven's ſake, madam, break ius ſullen 
ſilence. 
Andr. My child's already promis'd !— 
Ceph. But not given. | 
Audr. No! no": my tears are van. His doom is 
fixt ! 
Pr. See if ſhe deigns to caſt one lock upon us! 
Proud woman ! | 
Andr. I provoke him by my preſence. 
Let us retire. 
Pyr. Come, let us ſatisfy 
The Greets, and give them up this Phrygian boy. 
Andr. Ah, fir, recal thoſe words M hat have you 
ſaid ! 
If you give up my ſon, Oh, give up me! 
Yo, ho ſo A times have Fooms me friendſhip : 
Oh, Heavens !—will you not look with pity on me ? 
Is there no hope ? Is there no room for pardon ? 
Pyr. Phenix will anſwer you My word is paſt. 
Andr. You, who would brave ſo many dangers for me. 
Pyr. I was your lover then—l nov am free. 
To favour you, I might have ſpar'd his life; 
But you would ne er veuclifafe to aſk it of me. 
Now tis too late. 
Audr. Ah, ſir, you underſtood 
My tears, my withes, which I durſt not utter, 
Afraid of a repulſe. Oh, fir, excuſe 
7 he pride of royal blood, that checks my foul, 
And knows not how to be importunate. 
You know, alas! I was not born to kneel, 
To ſue for pity, and to own a maſter, 
Err. No! in your heart you curſe me! you diſdain 
B 5 ty 
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My generous flame, and fcorn to be oblig'd! 

« This very ſon, this darling of your foul, 

« Woull be leis Ear, did I preferie him for you. 

* Your anger, your averſion, fall on me; 

« You hate me more than the whole league of Croce 2? 

But I ſhall leave you to our great reſentments. 

Let us go, Phonic, and appeaſe the (% 4. 

Andy. Ihen let me die! and let me go to IA. 
C-ph. But, madam — 
Audr. What can I do more? The tyrant 

Sees my diſttaction, and infults my tears, [T. Ceph. 

—Pehold, how low you have reduc'd a queen! 

Theſe eves hare feen my country laid in athes, 

My kindred {ul in war, my father ain, 

My huſband dragg'd in his own blood, my ſen 

Condemn'd to bondage, and inyſelf a flave ; 

Vet, in the midit of theſe unheordoot wore, 

Tu as ſome relic to find my ſelf your captice ; 

And that my ſon, deriv'd from ancient kings, 

Since he mull ſerve, had Printus for his maſter. 

When Pian kneel d, the great 4c/illes wept ; 

I hop'd I ſnould not nnd his fon leſs noble: 

IT thought the brave were ſtill the more compaſſionate, 

On, do not, fir, divide me from my child !— 

If ke muſt die 
Por. Phenix, u iihdraw a while. Exit Pho nix. 
Piu. Riſe, madam Vet you may preferie your ſon, 

I fnd, wi.cuocr I proveke your tears, 

I furniihi you with arms againſt myſelf, 

I thought my hatred fixt before I ſaw you. 

Oh, turn your eyes upon me while I ſpeak ! 

An! fee if ycu diſcover in my looks 

An angry judge, or an obdurate foe. 

Why will you tZorce me to defert your cauſe ? 

In your ſon's name, I beg we mij be friends; 

Let me entreat you to ſecure his lite ! | 

Mut I turn ſupplant for him?” Think, Oh think, 

"Tis the laſt time, you both may yet be happy! 

I know tlc ties I break, the foes I arm; 

F wrong [lermiore; 1 ſend her hence; 

And with her diadem I bind your brows, 
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Conſider well; for tis of moment to you ! 
Chooſe to be wretched, madum, or a queen. 
My ſoul, conſum'd with a whole vear's ot; air, 
© Can bear no longer theſe perplexing dou'>ts ; 
Enough of ſighs and tears, and threats Ie try'd; 
I know, it Im depriy'd of you, 1 ute: 
But Oh, I die, if I wait longer for you!” 
I leave yuu to your thoughts. When | return, 
We'll ro the teinple—'l here you'll find your fon; 
And there he crown'd, or give him up for ever, Exit. 
C-h. I told zou, madam, that in fpite of Greeer, 
You would v'cr-:ule the malice of your fortune. 
adi. Alas, Cerkifir, what have I obtain'd! 
Only a poor ſnort refpire for my fon, 
(eb. You have enough approv'd your faith to Hr; 
To be reluctant ſtill would be a crime. 
He would himſelf perſuade you to comply. 
{rdr. How: weuldt thou give me 7; ris for 


huſh and ? | 
Cefh. Think you tail pleafe the ghod of your lewd 
huſband, 


That vou ſhould ſacrifice his ſun? Conſider. 
Pꝛinbus once more int ites you to a throne ; 
Furns all his power against the foes of Tr, 
Remembers not Achilles was his father; 
Retracts his conqueſt, and furgets huis hatred, 

Andr, But how can I forget it ho can I 
Forget my He#or, treated with dithonour ; 
Depriv'd of funeral rites, and vilely dragg'd, 
A bloody corpſe, about the walls of 7 , n ha. 
Can I forget the good old King his father, 
Slain in my preſence—at the altar flain ! 
Which vainly, for protection, he embrac'd. 
Haſt thou forgot that dreadtul night. C. 
When a whole people fell! Xlethinks I fee 
P;rrbus enrag'd, and, breathing vengeance, cntee 
AmiCit the glare of burning palaces : 
I fee him hew his paſſage thro' my brothers, 
And, bath'd in blood, lay all my kindred will, 
Think, in this ſcene of horror, what J ſufter d 
This is the courtſhip I receiv'd from Prvrmors ; 

. :\ 5 f 


Y 


— 4 


= '1 
\ 
"=. 


G @ &@ SS & ©. ® -& © 


35 TIE DISTREST MOTHER. 


And this the huſband thou wouldſt give me! No, 
We both will periſh firlt! I'll ne'er conſent. 
(pb. Since you reſolve Miyanax ſhall die, 
Hatite to the temple, bid your ſon farewel. 
Why do you tremble, madam ? 
Anar. O C: Aiſa / 

Thou haſt awaken'd all the mother in me. 
How can I bid farewel to the dear child, 
The pledge, the image of my much-lov'd lord! 
* Alas, I call to mind the fatal day, 
Ven his too forward courage led him forth 
To ſeek Achilles. 

* Ch. Oh, the unhappy hour: | 
"I was then Ty fell, and all her Gods forſook her. 
Andr. That morn, Cephi/a, that ill-fated morn, 
My huſhand bid thee bring Afyorax ; 
He took him in his arms; and, as I wept, 
My wife, my dear A»dromache, ſaid he, 

(Hearing with ſtifled ſighs to ſee me weep) 

Vhat fortune may attend my arms, the Gods 

Alone can tell. To thee J give the bor; 

Preſerve him as the token of our loves ; 

If I ſhould fall, let him not mits his fire 
While thou ſurviv'ſt; but by thy tender care, 

Let the ſen ſee that thou didſt love his father. 

Cub. And will you throw away a life ſo precious? 
At once cxtirpate all the Trojan line? 

Andr. Inhuman king! What has he done to ſuffer ? 
If i negle& your vows, is he to blame? 5 
Hus be, © ach'd you with his flaughter'd kindred! 
Can he Teſent thoſe ills he does not Know? 

Put, Oh! while I deLberate, he dies. 
No, no, tkou muſt not die, while I can ſave thee : 
Ch! Jet me find out Pyrrhus—Oh, Chia! 
Po you 20 find him. 
Ces. What muſt J ſay to him? 
Arndr. Tell lim I love my ſon to ſuch exceſs— 
Put doſt rhcu think he means the child ſhall die? 
Can love rejected turn to ſo much rage? 
(ert. Madam, lie'llſoon be here: reſolve on ſomething, 
La, Well then, ature him 


Ceph, 
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Ceph. Madam, of your love? ; 
Andr. Alas, thou know'ſt that is not in my power. 
O my dead Lord! Oh, Priam's royal houſe! 
Oh, my Ayaan at what a price 
Thy mother buys thee Let us go. 
Ceph. But whither ? 
And what does your unſettled heart reſolve ? 
Andr. Come, my Cephija, let us go together, 
To the ſad monument which I have rais'd 
To Heddar's ſhade ; where, in their ſacred urn, 
The aſhes of my hero lie inclos'd, 
The dear remains which I have ſav'd iS: Trey; 
There let me weep, there ſuinmon to my aid, 
With pious rite, my Hector's awtvl ſhade; 
Let him be witneſs to my doubts, my fears; 
My agonizing heart, my flowing tears : 
Oh! may he riſe in p.tv from his tomb, 
And fix his wretched {ſon's uncertain doom. [ Exeunt, 


| 1 IV. 
Enter Andromache, aud Cephiſa, 


* Ceph, REST be the tomb cf Hector, that inſpires 
3 * Theſe pious thoughts: or is it Hedtar's ſelf, 
© That prompts you to preſerve your ſon! ' Tis he 
Who itill preſides o'er ruin'd 7%; "Tis he 
Who urges Pyrrhus to reſtore Aux. 
Andr. Pyrrhns has ſaid he will; and thou haſt heard 
him 
Juſt now renew the oft- repeated promiſe, 
« Ceph. Already, in the tranſports of his heart, 
He gives you up his Kingdoms, his allies, 
And thinks himſelf o'erpaid for all in vou. 
Andr. I think I may rely upon his proſe; 
And yet my heart is over-charg'd with grief. 
Cech. Why thould you grieve ? You ſez he bids de- 
* fiance 
To all the Greeks; and, to protect your ſon 
* Againſt their rage, has vlac'd his guards about him; 
© Leaving 
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Leaving himſelf defenceleſs, for his ſake. 
But, mdJain, think, the coronation pomp 
Will foon demand your preſence in the temple : 
Uis time you lay aide theſe mourning weeds. 
ur. 1 will be there; but firſt would ſee my ſon, 
. Nadain, you need not now be anxious for him, 
lle vill be alwavs with you, all ycur on, 
Jo lavifh the whale mother's fondnets on him. 
V hat a delight to train beneath your exe, 
Aſon, who grows no longer up in bondage; 
A ſon in who race of kings revives: 
© But, madam, are fad, and u rapt in thought, 
As if vou reliſh not y our happineſs. 
Ar. Oh, I muſt ſee my ſon once more, Cepbiſa / 
* Ceph, Nadam, he now will be no more a captive; 
* Your viſits may be tre;uent as von pleuſe. 
« To-morroy you ma; paſs the live-long day— 
Adr. 'Yo-morrow. : Oh, Cu. -= hut, no more! 
6 Ceptija, I kave always found thee faithful: 


A ad of care weiglis down my drooping heart. 


« Ceph. Oh! that 'twere poſſible for me to eaſe you! 

Adr. I ſoon ſhall exerciſe thy long-try'd faith. — 

Mean hile 1 do conjure thee, my Cep/r/a, 

Thou take no notice of my preſent trouble; 

And, when I ſhall difcloſe my ſecret purpoſe, 

That thou be be punctual to perform my will. 

© Ceth, Madam, I have no will but yours. My life 

Is nothing, balanc'd with my love to you. 

* Audy. I thank thee, good Cephiſa, my Aſtyauax 

Will recompence thy triendſhip to his mother. 

But, come; my heart's at eaſe : aſſiſt me now 

To change this ſable habit. Vonder comes 

Hermiane; 1 would not meet her rage. [ Exennt, 
Enter Hermione, and Clone, 

Cl:5. This unexpected ſilence, this reſcrre, 

This outward calm, this ſettled frame of mind, 

After ſuch wrongs and inſults, much ſurprize me! 

You, who before could not command your rage, 

When Pyr:4u5 look'd but kindly on his captive ; 

How can you bear unmov'd, that he ſhould wed her, 


And ſeat her on a throne which you ſhould fill ? 
7 | I fear 
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T fear this dreadful ſtillneſo in your ſou! !— 
Tu ere better, madam 

Her. Have you call'd Or {-s ? 

Cle. Madam, I have ; his love is too impatient 
Not to obey with ſpeed the welcome ſummons. 

His love-fick heart o'erlooxs his unkind ufage : 
His ardour's ſtill the ſume - Midam, he's here. 
Enter Oreſtes. 

Oref. Ah, madam, is it true? does then Y 
At length attend you by vour own commands ? 

M hat can I do— 

Her. Oreſiie, do vou love me? 

O,. What means that queition, princeſs? Do I love 

you? 
My oaths, my perjuries, my hopes, my fears, 
Mr tarewel, my return—all ſpeak my love. 

ler. Avenge my wrongs, and I believe them all. 

J. It inall be done—My foul has catch'd th' alarm, 
We'll fpirit up the Greeks ll lead them on: 
Your cauſe all animate our fleets and armies, 
Let us return; let us not loſe a moment, 

But urge the fate of this devoted land : 
Let us depart. 

Her. No, prince, let us ſtay here! 

Iwill have vengeance here—T will not carry 
This load of infamy to Greece, nor truſt 
The chance of war to vindicate my wrongs. 


Fre I depart, I'll make Epirus mourn. 


If you avenge me, let it be this inſtant; 
My rage brooks no delay; kate to the temple, 
Haſte, prince, and ſacrifice kim. 
Or-/. Whom ? 
Her, Why, Pyrrbuc, 
Ore/. P profes 4 Did you ſay P rh, ? 
Her. You demur.— 
Oh fly! be gone! gire me not time to think 
Talk not of laws—he tramples on all laws 
Let me not hear kim juſtify d—away ! 
Ora. Yeu cannot think I'll juitify my rival. 
Madam, your love has made him criminal. 
Jou ſhall have vengeance ; I'll have vengeance too: 1 
; ut 
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But let our hatred be profeſt and open : 


Let us alarm all Greece, denounce a war; 
Let us attack him in his ſtrength, and hunt him down 
By conqueſt : Should I turn baſe aſſaſſin, 
"would fully all the kings I repreſent. 

Her. Have not I been diſhonour'd ? ſet at nought ? 
Expos'd to public ſcorn ?—And will you ſutter 
The tyrant, who dares uſe me thus, to live ? 
Know, prince, I hate him more than once I Iov'd him, 
The Gods alone can tell how once I lov'd him; 
Yes, the falſe, perjur'd man, I once did love him; 
And, fpite of all his crimes and broken vows, 
If he ſhould live, I may relapſe—who knows 
But I to-morrow may forgive his Wrongs? 

Oreſ. Firit let me tear him piece-meal—hc ſhall die. 
But, madam, give me leiſure to contrive 
The place, te time, the manner of his death ; 
Yet Em a Hrunger in the court of Pyrrbus; 
Scar have [ fer my foot within Epirus, 
When you enjoin me to deftroy the prince. 
It ſhall be done this very night. 

Her. Put now, 
This very hour, he weds Audromache; 
Ihe temple ſhines with pomp ; the golden throne 
Is now prepar d; the joy ful rites begin; 
My ſhame is public Oh, be ſpeedy, prince ! 

ly wrath's unpatient—P;r7hus lives too long! 
Intent on love, and heedleſs of his perſon, 
He covers with his guards the Tran boy. 
Now is the time; aſſemble all your Greeks ; 
Mine ſhall aſſiſt them; let their fury looſe : 
Already they regard him as a foe. 
Begone, Or /tes—kill the faithleſs tyrant ; 
My love ſhall recorapence the glorious deed. 

Ore. Contider, madam 

Her. You but mock my rage! 
I was contriving how to make you happy. 
Think you to merit by your idle ſighs, 
And not atteſt your love by one brave action? 
Go, with your boaſted conſtancy ! and leave 
F:rmimne to execute her own revenge. 


I bluſh 
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I bluſh to think how my teo eaſy faith 

Has twice been baffled in one ſh2meful hour! 

Oref. Hear me but ſpeak !—you know I'll die to ſerve 

vou! 

Her. I'll go myſelf: IIl Rab him at the altar; 
Then drive th- p niard, reeking with his blood, 
Thro' my own b. t. In death we ſhall unite. 

Better to die with hen, than live with vou! 

Or. That were to make him blet, and me more 

wretched. 

Madam, he dies by me — Have you a foe, 

And thall I let him live? My rival, too? 

Ere yon meridian ſun declines, he dies; 

And you ſhall ſay that I :1-ſerve your love. 

Her. Go, prince; itr.ke home! and leave the reſt to 

me; 

Let all your ſhips ſtand ready for our flight. Exit Oreſ. 
Cleo. Madam, you'li p-rifh in this bold attempt. 
Her. Give me my vengeance, I'm content to periſh, 

I was to blame to truſt it with another: 

In my own hands it had been more ſecure. 

On /t-s hates not Pyrrſus as J hate him. 

* 1 thould hare thruſt the dagger home; have ieen 

he tyrant curſe me with his parting breath, 

And roll about his dying eyes, in vain, 

To ind Audramache, whom I would hide.” 

Oh, would Oreftes, when he gives the blow, 

Tell him he dies my victim |—Haſlte, Clone g 

Charge him to ſay, Hlermiquc's reſentment, 

Not thoſe of Greece, have ſentenc'd him to death. 

Haſte, my Claus] My revenge is loſt; 

if P;rrbas knows no that he dies by me! 

Cleo, I thall obey vour orders But I ſee 
The king approach—V.ho could expect him here? 

Her. © fly! Cl ane, fly! and bird O--/tes 
Not to proceed a ſtep before Iſee him. [ Exit Cleone, 

Enter Pyfryhus. 

Eyr. Madam, I ought to ſhjym an injur'd princeſs: 
Your diſtant looks reproach e: and I come 
Not to defend, but to avow/my guilt. 

Prrhbus will ne'er approychis own injuſtice, 


Nor 
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Nor ſorm excuſes whil: his heart condemns him. 
I might pechaps alledge, our warlike fires, 
* Unknown to us, engag | us to each other, 
And join'd our heaits hy contract, not by love; 
* But | deteſt ſuch cob eh acts, 1 own 
« Ny father's treaty, and allow its force. 
T font ambaſtulors to call you hither ; 
Received you as my queen; and hoy my oaths 
dd eft renew'd, might ripen into love, 
"The Gods can witnets, madam, how I for 
Again Auaromache's too fatal charms! 
And ſtill 1 with I had the pow-r to leave 
This 7 rar beauty, and be juſt to you.” 
Niſcharge your anger on this perjur'd man! 
For I abhor my crime! and ſhould be pleas'd 
To hear you ſpeak your wrongs alouu: No terms, 
No bitterneſs of wrath, nor keen repreach, 
Will equal halt the upbraidings of my heart. 

Her. I find, fir, you can be ſincere : you ſcorn 
To act your crimes with fear, like other men. 
M hero ſhould be bold; above all laws; 
Be bravely falſe, and laugh at ſolemn ties. 
To be pertidious ſhews a daring mind ! 
And you have nobly triumph'd v'er a maid! 
To court me—to reject me—to return— 
Then to forſake me for a Phrygian ſlave— 
To lay proud T ry in aſhes—then to raiſe 
J ke fon of Hector, and renounce the Greeks, 
Are actions worthy the great ſoul of Pyrrhus / 

Eur. Madam, go on: Give your reſentment birth, 
and pour forth all your indignation on me. 

Iller. would pleaſe your queen, ſhould I upbraid your 

falſhood; | 

Call you pertidious, traitor, all the names 
I hat 1mjur'd virgins laviſh on your ſex; 
I ſhould o'erflow with tears, and die with grief, 
And furniſh out a tale to ſoothe her pride; 
But, fir, I would not over- charge her joys. 
If you would charm A4rdr:mache, recount 
Your bloody battles, your _—_— your flaugh:t2rs, 
Your great atchievements in her father's palace, 


Zh 


She 


1 | 
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She needs muſt Iove the man, who ſought ſo bravet;, | 

And in her ſiglit New half her royal kindr:d ! i 
Fyr. With horror I look back on my pat degdz! 'þ 

I punith'd //-ler's wrongs too far; I fied x 

o much of blond : hut, madam, /{-{-u's daugliter 


dhould not object thoſe ils the mother caus'd. 

However, I am pl-as'd to find you hate me 

F was too forward to accuſe my ſelf— | 

'The man who ne'er was lov'd, can ne'er be falle. 

Obedience to a father brought you hither ; 

And I ſtood bound |! promiſe to r.ceive you ; 

But our deſires were diffœrent was 'nclin'd 4 

And you, I own, were not oblig'd to love me. | 
Her. Hue I not lov'd you, then: perngzous man! 

For you I ſlighted all the Crecian princes 

Forſook my father's houſe ; con-ca!'d my wrongs, 

When molt provok'd ; would not re urn to an 

In hopes that time might fix your wavering heart. 

I lov'd you when inconlant; and even now, 

Inhuman king! that you pronounce my death, 

My heart ſtill doubts, if I thould love, or hate you 

But, Oh, fince you reſolve to wed another, 

Def-r your cruel purpoſe till to-morrow, 

That I may not be here to grace her triumph! 

"This is the laſt requeſt I e'er ſhall make you 

See, if the barbarous prince vouchſafes an anſwer! 

Go, then, to the lov'd Phrvgiur ; hence! begone! 

And hear to her thoſe vows that once were mine: 

Go, indefiance to the avenging Gods ! 

Begone! the prieſt expects you at the altar 

But, tyrant, have a care I come not thither. Exit. 

Ert, Phenix, 
Fin. Sir, did you mind her threats? your lite's in 
danger: 

There is no trifling with a woman's rage. 

The Greeks that ſwarm about the court, all hate you; 

Will treat you as their country's enemy, 

And join in her revenge: Beſides, Or/2e; 

Still loves her to diſtraction. Sir, I beg x 
rr. How, Phenix, ſhould I fear a woman's threats? 

A nobler paſſion takes up all my thoughts: 


* 


I muſt 


k 2 4) 


Blow up his rage again, and blaſt your hopes ? 
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I muſt prepare to meet 4rd. cmache. 
Do thou place all my guai.ls about her ſon : 
e bete, P3rrhre is free from fear. [ Exit, 
Wh, Ihe Oh, what pity 'tis, the Gods, 
Xſoul with every kingly virtue, 
Form'd thee for empire and conſummate greatneſs, 
Should leave thee ſo expos'd to wild detires, 
'That hurry thee beyond the bounds of reaſon! [ Tluuriſt. 
Such was Achilles, genernus, fierce, and brave; 
Open, and undeſigning; but unpatient, 
VUndiſciplin'd, and not to be controul'd. 
I fear this whirl cf paſſion, this career, 
That over: bears reflection and cool thought 
* I tremble for the event!” But fee, the queen, 
Magnificent in royal pride, appears. | 
I mutt obey, and guard her ſon from danger. [ Exit, 
Enter Andromache, a Cephiſa. 
Ch. Madam, once more you look and move a queen, 
Your ſorcows are diſpers'd, your charms revive, . 
And every faded beauty blooms anew. 
Ardr, Yet all is not as I could wiſh, Cephife. 
Ceph. You fee the king is watchful der your ſon; 
Decks him with princely robes, with guards ſurrounds 
him. 


Aftzanax begins to reign already. 


Andr. Pyrrhas is nobly minded; and I fain 


Would live to thank him for 4fyanax : 


Tis a vain thought. However, ſince my child 
Has ſuch a friend, I ought not to repine. 
Ceph. * Theſe dark unfoldings of your ſoul perplex me. 
* What meant thoſe floods of tears, thoſe warm embraces, 
As if you bid your fon adieu for ever.” 
For Heaven's ſake, madam, let me know your griefs. 
If you diſtruſt my faith 
Andr. J hat were to wrong thee. | 
Oh, my Cephi/a! This gay, borrow'd air, 
This blaze of jewels, and this bridal dreſs, 
Are but mock trapppings, to conceal my woe : 
My heart ſtill mourns; I ſtill am Has widow, 
Ceph. Will you then break the promiſe giv'n to Pyrrbus, 


Andy. 
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Arndr. 1 thought, C, tion hadſt known thy miſe 
treſo. | 
Could thou believe I would be falſe to L HAur? 


Fall off from ſuch a huſbond! Brealt his ret, 
And call him to this hate git again, ; 
I 0 ſee Androumache in / rr. us" arms! 7 . 


Would {-&or, were he living, and I dead, 
Forget Andromache, and wed her foc ?” 

Ceph. I cannot gueſs what drift your thoughts purſue z 
But, Oh, I fear there's ſometli ing dreadful in it! 
Muſt then Hera be doom'd to die, 
And you to linger out a life in bondage? 

Andr. Nor this, nor that, Ch, will J bear. 
* My word is paſt to Pyz7/1s, his to me; 
And I rely upon his promis'd faith. 
0 — as he 1s, I know him well: 
« Pyrrhus is violent, but he's ſincere, 
© And will perform beyond what he has ſworn. 
* The Greeks will but incenſe him more; their rage 
Will make him cheriſh Heder's fon. 

* Cezh. Ah, madam! 
« Explain theſe riddles to my boding heart. 

* Andr, Thou mayſt remember, for thou oft haſt heard 

* me 

© Relate the dreadful vifion which I ſaw, 
When firſt I landed captive in Eęirus. 
That very night, as in a dream | lay, 
A ghaſtly figure, full of gaping wounds, 
His eyes aglare, his hair ail ſtiff with blood, | 
Full in my fight thrice ſhook his head, and groan'd. 
© I ſoon difcern'd my flaughter'd Hecter's ſhade ; 
© But, Oh, how chang'd! Ye Gods, how much unlike 
The living Hector Loud he bid me fly! 
Fly from Achilles ſon! then ſternly frown'd, 
And diſappear d: Struck with the dreadful ſound, 
© I ſtarted, and awak'd. 

Cepbh. But did he bid you 
5. Deſtroy A/tyanax ? 

Andr. Cephiſa, I'll preſerve him; 
Wich my own life, C, I'll preſerve him. 

J Cept. 


| 
| 
i 
{ 


- -_. 
—— 
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Ch. What may theſe words, fo full of horror. 
* mean?” | 


Audi. Know then tc ſe. ret purpoſe of my ſoul : 


Ardromache will not be faite to Pyrobus, 
Norviolate her ſacred love to IL ge. 

This hour I'll meet the king; the holy prieſt 
Shall join us, and conficm our mutual vows. 
"This will fecure a father to my child: 

That done, I have no farther uſe for life: 
This pointed dagger, this dctormin'd hand, 
Shall ſave my virtue, and conclude my woes. 


* Ce:ph. Ah, madam! recollect vour ſcatter'd reaſon; 
This fell deſpair ill ſuits your preſent fortunes, 
Adr. No other ſtratagem can ſerve my purpoſe— 


* This is the ſole expedient, to be juſt 


4 
. 


4 


To Hector, to Atyvanax, to pyrrſt ne. 
I ſoon ſhall viſit Hector, and the ſhades 
Of my great anceſtors.” Cephijſa, thou 


W ilt lend a hand to cloſe thy miſtreſs” eyes. 


«@ K „ „ „ 


Ceph. Oh, never think that I will tay behind ron! 
Andr. No, my Cephija; J muſt have thee live. 
Remember, thou didit promiſe to obey, 

And to be ſecret, wilt thou now berray me? 

After thy long, thy faithful ſervice, wilt thou 

Refuſe my laſt commands, my dying wiſh ? 

Once more I do conjure thee, live tor me! 

* Ceph. Life is not worth my care when you are gone. 
Aud. I muit commit into thy faithful hands 


All that is dear and precious to my ſoul ; 
Live, and ſupply my abſence to my child, 
All that remains of Troy; a future progeny 
Of heroes, and a diſtant line of kings, 

In him, is all iutruſted to thy care. 


4 
4 
« 
4 


* Ceph. But, madam, what will be the rage of Pyrrtus, 

Defrauded of his promis'd happineſs ? 

« Andr, That will require thy utmoſt {kill ; Obſerve 

The firſt impetuous onſcts of his grief: 

Uſe every artifice to keep him ſtedfaſt. 

Sometimes with tears thou may diſcourſe of me; 

Speak of our marriage; let him think I lov'd him A F 
* Le 
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fell nim my fuul repes'd itſelf on kim, ij 
VV hen I refign'd my ſon ta his protection,” | 
Ce. Uh tor © (it to ſupport my grief! 
Is there avght mo Vefure you go for ever? 
Ardr. h, ny Cpt! my ſwoln heart is full! 
I hate a thouſand farcwels to my ſon 
But tears break in!—Griet interrupts my ſpeech !— 
My ſoul o'erflows in fondneſs !—Let + 2 
I dy'd to fave him—and would die again. ij 
Seaſon his mind with early hints of glory ; 1 
Make him acquainted with his anceſtors; 
Trace out their ſhining ſtory in his thoughts: 
Dwell on the exploits of his immortal father; 
And ſometimes let him hear his mother's name. 
Let him reflect upon his royal birth 
With modeſt pride - Hyrrhaus will prove a friend 
* But let him know he has a conqueror's right.” 
He muſt be taught to ſtifle his reſentments, | 
And ſacrifice his vengeance to his ſafety. | 
Should he prove headftrong, raſh, or unadvis'd, ' 
He then will fruſtrate all his mother's virtue, | 
Provoke his fate, and I ſhall die in vain. 
Ceph. Alas, I fear I never ſhall outlive you ! 
Andr. No more—thy tears, Cephiſa, will betray me; 
Aſſume a cheerful look—But till remember 
Flaurib within 
Hark how the trumpet, with its ſprightly notes, 
Proclaims th' appointed hour, and calls us hence : 
Hefor, I come, once more a queen, to join thee : 
Thus the gay victim, with freth garlands crown d, 
Pleas'd with the ſacred fife's enlivening ſound, 
Thro' gazing crowds, in ſolemn ſtate proceeds; | 
And, Gel in fatal pomp, — bleeds. 4 


| Hermione alone. 
HAT have I done? Where am I? Where is 
* ih? . 
Ye Gods! what mean theſe horrors !—-1'm undone ! 


EY. 
| | 


My 


% 
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Ny ſoul is on thr rac': !!—— . cannot bear it 
Nu 00 T wapacr, , ene gurity gholtt 3 
V\ lat brought me to tis ple? What keeps me here? 
'The court of rr. his nu rom for m! 
3o I Hi deut, ii low luv or hate him ? 
Hard hearted man! how uncincemn'd he left me! 
Nid he on«e (igh ? beſo w ore priying lock? 
Once ſlied a icar? or ſpeak cov ſoft, kind word? 
Did he ſo much as fſeign me moment's ſorrow, 
To calm my grief, and mitigate his faiſhood ?— 
: Why am I ſtill thus anxious for his life? 
hy do I fart at his impending fate? 
Shall he then live? Shall the baſe traitor live 
To laugh at my diſtreſs? No, let him periſh! 
Be quick, Orts. Fxecute my orders! 
Alas! my orders! Ch, prepoſterous guilt! 
Can I decree the death of him I love? 
Mas it for this my ſoul delighted in him? 
Was it for this I left my fatker's court? 
Hare I then crcſs'd ſy many realms and {as 
To murder Pius“ 
Euter Cleone. 
Oh, Cleane, help me! 5 
What have I done? Is P;rihus yet alive? 
What ſay' thou ?—Anſwer me—W here is the king? 
Clio. Madam, I faw the cruel prince ſet forward, 
Triumphant in his looks, and full of joy. 
Still as he walk'd, his raviſh'd eyes were fix'd 
| 4 On the fair captive ; while thro” ſhouting crowds 
She paſs'd along with a dejected air, 
And ſeem'd to mourn her {{--/;y to the laſt. 
| Ber. Inſulting tyrant ! I ſhall burſt with rage !— 
: Pur ſay, Clecne, didſt thou mark him well? 
Was his brow ſmcoth ? Say, did there not appear 
Some ſhade of grief? ſome little cloud of ſorrow 
+# Did he not ſtop? Did he not once look back? 
| Dicit thou approach him? Was he not confounded ? 
. Did ke net Oh, be quick, and tell me all! 


1 Cleo. Nladam, the tumult of his joy admits 
No thought but love. Unguarded he march'd on, Mag 
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Midſt a pr-miſcuous throng of friends and foes, 
Flis cares all turn upon Afyarnix, | 
Whom he has lodg'd within the citadel, 
Defended by the ſtrength of all his guards. 
Her. Enough !—He dies !—'The traitor ! Where's 
Oreftes ? 
Cleo. He's in the temple, with his whole retinue. 
Her. Is he till reſolute? Is he {till determin'd ? 
Cg. Madam, I fear | 
Her. How! —Is Oreftes falſe ? 
Does he betray me, too ? 
Cleo, A thouſand doubts 
Perplex his ſoul, and wound him with remorſe z 
His virtue and his love prevail by turns, 
He told me Pyrrhbus ſhould not fall ignobly— 
Fyrrtus, the warlike ſon of great Achilles, 
He dreads the cenſure of the Grecian ſtates; 
Of all mankind, and fears to ſtain his honour. 
Ilir. Poor tim'rous wretch! *tis falſe! he baſely fears 
To cope with dangers, and encounter death : 
is that he fears —Am I bright Hler's daughter? 
To indicate her wrongs all Greece confpir'd ; 
For her confederate nations fought, and kings were ſlain 
Troy was O erthroun, and a whole empire fell. 
My eve; want force to raiſ a lover's arm 
Agaiaſt a tyrant that has dar'd to wrong me! 
Cleo, Madam, like Ile, truſt your cauſe to Greece, 
Her, No; Ill avenge myſelf, I'll to the temple ; 
T'll overturn the altar, ſtab the prieſt; | | 
In hurl deſtruction, like a whirlwind, round me! 
They muit not wed! they muſt not live! they ſhall not! 
Let me be gone I have no time to loſe— 
Stand off! hold me not! J am all diſtraction! 
O Pyrrtus !“ tyrant! traitor! thou ſhalt bleed. 
Enter Oreſtes. 
Or-/. Nladam, tis done: your orders are obey'd ; 
The tyrant lies expiring at the altar, 
Her, Is Pyrrbus {lain !— 
Ore/. Even now he gaſps in death. 
Our Cees, all * in che crowd, 


Flock'd 


50 THE DISTREST MOTHER. 


Flock'd to the temple, and diſpers'd themſelves 
On every fide the altar: I was there: 
Pyrrhas obſerv'd me with a haughty eye, 
And, proud to triumph over Greece in me, 
From his own brows he took the diadem, 
And bound it on the temples of his captive. 
Receive, ſaid he, my crown; receive my faith, 
| Mine and my people's ſovereign reign for ever, 
* F rom this bleſt hour, a father to your ſon; 
1% Ill ſcourge his foes: henceforward he be ſtyl'd 
| b The Dejan king : I ſwear it at the altar, 
f 


* And call the Gods to ratiſ y my vows.” 


His ſubjects with loud acclamations ſhook 
14 Ihe ſpacious dome! our Greeks, enrag'd, cry'd out 
1 Revenge! revenge! broke thro” the thronging preſs, 
And ruſh'd tumultuous on the unguarded king. 
wi * 'Their eager fury left no work for me.“ 
8  Parrins — 4 oppos d their claſhing ſwords, 
3th And dealt his fatal blows on every ie, 
0 With manly fierceneſs; till oppreſt by numbers, 
M Streaming with blood, all over gaſh'd with wounds, 
5 He reel d, he groan'd, and at the altar fell.— 
Haſte, madam; let us fly! haſte to our ſhips! 
Ihey he unmoor'd Our friends attend us there. 
Her. What have they done! 
Ore/. Madam, forgive their rage. 
I own your vengeance had been more complete 
Had Pyrrhrs fall'n by me; and had he known, 
Hermione chaſtis'd him by my arm : 
Her, Peace, monſter, peace !—Go! tell thy horrid tale 
To ſavages, and hol it out in deſerts. 
Wouldſt thou impute to me thy barbarous guilt ? 
Me wouldft thou make th' accomplice of thy crimes! 
Hence, to thy Greeks / and boaſt thy foul exploits! 
My ſcul abhors them! I diſclaim the deed ! 
Begone ! I know thee not, thou fell barbarian! 
M hat had he done? What could provoke thy madneſs 
To aſaflinate ſo great, ſo brave a man ? 
Who ſet thee on? 
Ore/. Oh, grant me patience, Heaven! With 
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With your own lips did you not curſe the tyrant, 
Pronounce his death, and urge me to deitroy him? 
Her. What if, tranſported by my boundleſs paſſion, 

J could nut hear to ſee him wed another, | 
Were you t' obey a jealous woman's phrenzy ? 
You ſhould have div'd into my inmoſt thoughts: 
My heart, tho' full of rage, was free from malice ; 
And all my anger was excels of love. 
Why did you take me at my word? You ſaw 
The itrugoles of my ſoul; you heard me rave; 
You {ould have queſtion'd me a thouſand tines, 
Yer Kill have doubted, and have queſtion'd on, 
Before vou ventur'd on a lite ſo precious. 
Org. Hear me but ſpeax—tleaven knows, againſt my 
will 
Her. Why did you not return? Why not conſult me 
A ſecond time? and, undetermin'd till, 
Again return, and till find new delays ? 
What had your raſh officious Cg, dire blood hound! 
To do with my revenge? What dre you hither? 
To bring on me the vengeful woes that haunt you ? 
Are thei the fruits of your deteſted love? 
Your fatal embaily, your hateful preſence 
Drove Pyr7/z5 to my rival, and deſtroys 
Both him and me.— He might have lov'd me till, 
Fad you ne'er interpos'd.— Avaunt! begone! 
And leave me in Epirus. -I reaounce 
iy friends, my country, Cm, and all mankind :; 
But chiefly I renounce thee ! monſter, thee ! [Ex, 
Oreſ. Am I awake? where am]? Soft, my ſoul; 
Be not too raſh, - —— Was that Iruitve? 
Why ſhould her anger thunder againſt me? 
Was not this blood ſhed all by her command ?— 
I am indeed a moſt outrageous moniter ! 
A rufhan, murderer, a baſe aiſ.vtin ! 
And all to pleaſe a falſe ungrateful woman. 
Henceforward, let the laws cf nature ceaſe ; 
And let the pale that fevers right and wrong, 
Things ſacred and profane, be broken down; 
Gods in their temples, kings upon their thrones, 
C2 


Are 


| 
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Are not in ſafety while Or-ft-s lives. 
Oh, never more ſhall my torn mind be heal'd, 
Nor taſte the gentle comforts of repoſe! 
A dreadful band of gloomy cares ſurround me, 
And lay ftrong f.cge to my dittracted ſoul. 

Eule v Pylades, atiended by Greeks. 

Pl. Hate, prince; let us be gone: tis death to fy, 
Andromache reigns queen: ſhe gives the alarm, 
And vows revenge upon the foes of Pyrrhus, 

The people arm and muſter in the ftreets : 
Our G2-e4s ill not be able long to guard 
The palace gates, and to fecure our flight. 
We mult be ſpeedy, fir. 

Ore/. You may depart, 

My triends—17-rmicne and I remain. 
Her cruelty has quite undone me !—* Go, 
And leave me to myſelf —I'll find her out.” 

Pyl. Alas, unhappy princefs!—She's no more 
Forget her, fir, and fave yourſelf with us,” 

Cr. Hermisze no mote — O, all ye powers! 

P;. Full of diſorder, wilincfs in her looks, 
With hands expanded, and diſnevell'd hair, 
Preathlefs and pale, with ſhrieks ſhe ſought the temple ; 
In the mid-way ſne met the corpſe of Pyrrhas ; 
She ſtartled at the fight ; then, ſtiff with horror, 
Gaz'd frightful ! Waken'd from the dire amaze, 
She rais'd her eyes to Heaven with ſuch a look 
As ſpoxe her ſorrows, and reproach'd the Gods; 
en plung'd a ponĩard deep within her breaſt, 
And fell on Fyrrtis, graſping him in death. 

Ore/. T thank you, Gods I never could expect 
To be ſo wretched ! You have been induſtrious 
To fnifh your decrees ; to make Oreſtes 
A dreadtul inſtance of your power to puniſh ; 
I'm ſingled out to bear the wrath of Heaven. 

P;/. You hazard your retreat by theſe delays. 
The guards will ſoon beſet us. Your complaints 
Are vain, and may be fatal, 

Ore/. True, my friend : 


And therefore 'twas I thank'd the bounteous Gods, 
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My fate's accompliſh'd.—T ſhall die content. 


Oh, bear me hence—Blow, winds ! 
Pl. Let us be gone. 
Orc. The murder'd lovers wait me — Hark, they call! 
Nay, if your blood ill reeks, I'll mingle mine: 
One tomb will hold us all. 
Pyl. Alas! I fear 
His raving will return with his misfortnnes. 
Ore. I 8 dizzy Clouds Quite loſt in utter dax - 
neſs ! 
Guide me, ſome friendly pilot, thro' the ſtorm, 
I ſhiver! Oh, I freeze !—So—Light returns; 
*Tis the grey dawn See, P;lades ! behold 
I am encompaſs'd with a ſca of blood! 
The crimſon billows! — 0! my brain's on fre! 
P31. How is it, fir ?'—Repoſe yourſelf on me. 
Ore. P YJ ibis, ſtand off What wouldit thcu ?—How 
he glares! 
What envious hand has clos'd thy wounds ? 
thee. 
It is Hermione that ſtrikes —Confuſion ! 
She catches Pyrrhus in her arms.—Oh; ſave me! 
How terrible ſhe looks !—She knits her bro! 
She frowns me dead ; ſhe frights me into madneſs ! 
Where am I: Who are you? 
Frl. Alas, poor prince! 
Help to ſupport him. — How he 2 for breath! 
Ore/. This is moſt kind, my P;/a4%: · Oh, why, 
Why was I born to give thee endleſs trouble? 
45. All will 80 well Ile ſettles into reaſon. 
Oreſ. Who talks of reaſon? Better to have none, 
Than not enough. — Run, ſome one, tell my Gre-+; 
I will not have them touch the king—Now—nos ! 
I blaze again :—See there—Look where they come; 
A ſhoal of furies—How they ſwarm about me! 
My terror!—Hide me !—Oh, their ſnaky locks! 
Hark, how they hiſs !—See, ſee their flaming brands! 
Now they let drive at me! How they grin, 
And ſhake their iron whips! —NMly ears! 4 yelling: 
And ſee, Hermiens ! ſhe ſets them on 
| | Thruſt 
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Ihruſt nat your ſcorpions thus into my boſom ! 


har ſtung to death {— Diſpatch me ſoont 


", here—takle ny heart. „e ear it gut! 
Disjoint mel—kill me! — Oh, my tortur'd foul! 


1 


} 


Ctt have 1 ſoon him rave, but never thus 


Quite ſpent !—Afit me, friends, to bar him off. 
Our tic is hort: fhould his ſtrong rage return, 

Ju Huld be beyond our power to force him hence. 
Au ay, my friends I hear the portal open. 


Fher. All, all are fed! 


Hur Thom, attended by Crards. 


Triumphant villains! —The baſe, giddy ravble, 


S 


. Wind Heaven, rettore him t his wonted calm! 


 [Exeunt. 


Oreſtcs is not here 


Vhote hards ſhould all! vc teen empicy'd with fire, 
To watte the fleet, flock'd round the dying princeſs : 


Ard, while they fland agaze, tlie Creexs embark. 
Oh, tis too plain! 
Was guthoriz d. 
Declares his guilt. ; 
Moſt unexampled deeds Mere, where, ye Gods, 


This frcr lvg'ous murder 
Th' ambaſſador's eſcape 
Moſt bloody embaity ! 


Is majeitv ſecure, if in your temples 


You give it no protection ! 


How ſhould the Tr5jars hope for mercy from you. 


Sce, the queen. 


4 fi urig of Irumpetss 
Enter Ardromache, aud Cephiſa, with Attendants, 
Andr. Yes, ve inhuman Emes“ the time will come 
When you {tall dearly pay vour blocdy deeds ! 


V hen thus you turn your unptious rage on Pxrrhus g 
Pyrrftiue, the braveſt man in all your league ; 


Ihe man, whoſe ſingle valour made you triumph. 


Is my child there ? 


[-7 dead march behind, 


Ceph. It is the corps of Pyrrhas ; 
The weeping ſoldiers bear him on their ſhields. 

Andr. iil-fated prince! too negligent of life! 
And too unwary of the faithleſs Greeks / 


Cut off in the freſh rip'ning prime of manhood, 


E'en in the prime of life; thy triumphs new, 


And all thy glories in full bloſſom round thee! 


The very Tryans would bewail thy fate. 


Cel. 
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C:ph. Alas, then, will your ſorrows never end! 
Andr. Oh, never, never While live, my tears 
Will never ceaſe; for I was born to grieve.— 
Give preſent orders for the fun'ral pomp : [ To Phœn. 
Let him be rob'd in all his regal ſtate ; 
Place round him every ſhining mark of honour ; 
And let the pile that conſecrates his aſhes, 
Riſe like his fame, and blaze above the clouds. 
Exit Phoenix. A flouriſh of trum pelt. 
Ceph. The ſound proclaims th' arrival of the prince, 
The guards conduct him from the citadel. 
Andr. With open arms I'll meet him !—O, Cephi/a ! 
A ſpringing joy, mixt with a ſoft concern, 
A pleaſure, which no language can expreſs, 
An ecſtaſy, that mothers only feel, 
Plays round my heart, and brightens up my ſorrow, 
Like gleams of ſunſhine in a low ring ſky. 
Tho' plung'd in ills, and exercis d in care, 
Yet never let the noble mind deſpair. 
. When preſt by dangers, and beſet with foes, 
The Gods their timely ſuccour interpoſe ; 
And when our virtue finks, o'erwhelm'd with grief, 
By unforeicen expedients brings relief, 


f Exeunt ones; 


END OF THE FIFTH ACT. 
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SPOKEN BY ANDROMACHE, 


7 Ilepe youll ron, that avith becoming art, 

I've play'd my game, and topp'd the vides part. 
Aſy ſponſe, puor man, could not live out the play, 
Put dy'd commdionſly on Wedding-day, 
While I, kis reli, made, at one bild fling, 
Myjilf a princeſs, and young Sty a king. 

You, ladies, auh protract a lower pain, 
And hear your ſervants figh wehole vears in waing 
Which of you all cual nat on maoriiage venture, 
Might jhe fo foon pen her jeinnre enter ? 

'Tavas a flrange *ſcape ! had Pyrrhus liv'd ill nau, 
I had been finely hampber'd in my <oxv. 
To dic by one's 5wn hand, and fy the charns 
Of lede and liſ in a young monarchs arms ! 
Ia e an hard fate ere I had under gene it, 
I right hawe took one night—to think upon ii. 


But echy, you'll ſay, was all this grief expreft 
For a # 1ft huſeand „ laid lon fence at reſt ? 
Why jo much coldneſs ta my £24 rotedtor © 
— Ah, ladies ! had you known the gecd ian HeCtor— 
Homer gi tell you, (or ['m mifenform'd) 
T hat when enrag'd, the Grecian camp he fterm'd ; 
To break the ten-feld barriers of the gate, 
He threw a flone of ſuch prodigious weight 


As na two men could lift, not even of thoſe p | 
Who in that a of thundering mortals 11ſe ; 
II uu have ſprain'd a dexen modern beaux. ) 


At length, honve er, I laid my aveed: aſide, 
And ſunk the wwidew in the ace!l-dreſs'd bride, 
In you it flill remains to grace the play, 

And bleſs with joy my coronation day; 
Take then, ye circles of the brave and fair, 
The fatherleſi and widow to your care. 


F303: 


